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To the Right Honourable 


| E HAR EFF 


EAR L. of 


Dorſet and Middleſex, 


Lt Chamberlain of Hie Majeſty's ; 
 Houſhold, and Knight of the Moſt 
Noble Order of the Gare, &C. 


upon 5 and a fine Woman who looks 
A 3 kindly 


The DEDICATION. 


kindly upon vother, are both of em in 
Danger of having the Favour publiſh'd with 
the firſt Opportunity, =_ 


But there may be a Different Motive, 
which will a little diſtinguiſh the Offen- 
ders. For tho” one ſhou'd have a Va- 
nity in ruining another's Reputation, yet 
the other may only have an Ambition to 
advance his own. And I beg Leave, 
my Lord, that I may plead the latter, 
both as the Cauſe and Excuſe of this De- 


dication. 


Whoever is King, is alſo the Father of 
his Country; and as no body can diſ- 
pute Your Lordſhip's Monarchy in Poetry; 
ſo all that are concern'd, ought to ac- 
knowledge Your Univerſal Patronage : 
And it is only preſuming on the Privi- 
lege of a Loyal Subject, that 1 have 
ventur'd to make this my Addreſs of 
Thanks, to, Your Lordſhip ; which at 
the ſame time includes a Prayer for Your | 
Protection. = 


yy 


——̃ — 


The DEDICATION. 


1am not Ignorant of the Common 
Form of Poetical Dedications, which are 
generally made up of Panegyrics, where 
the Authors endeavour to diſtinguiſh 
their Patrons, by the ſhining Characters 
they give them, above other Men. But 
that, my Lord, is not my Buſineſs at 
this Time, nor is your Lordſhip vow to 
be diſtinguiſh'd. I am contented with 
the Honour I do myſelf in this Epiſtle ; 
without the Vanity of attempting to 
add to, or 9 Your Lordſhip's Cha- 
racter. 


I confeſs it is not without ſome ſtrug- 
gling, that I behave myſelf 1 in this Caſe, 
as J ought : For it is very hard to be 
pleaſed with a Subject, and yet ſorbear 
it. But I chooſe rather to follow Pli- 
's Precept, than his Example, when in 
his Panegyric to the Ba Trajan, he 
fays, 
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Ne ec minus ib derabo quid aures gi ati 
Point, Bey | 
ww. 12 virtutibus acbeatur. 293.0 


Chops I may 85 Wu the Pedale 
of a Quotation, when it is ſo Juſtly ap- 
ply'd. Here are fome Lines in the Print, 


(and which your Lordſhip read before 


this Play was Adcted ) that were omitted 
on the Stage ; and particularly one whole 
Scene in the Third Act, which not only 


helps the Deſign forward with leſs Pre- 


cipitation, ber of heightens the ridi- 
culous Character of Forgſigbt, which. indeed 
ſeems to be maim' d without it. But I 
found myſelf in great Danger of a long 
Play, and was glad to help it where I 


could. Tho? notwithſtanding my Care, 


and the kind Reception it had from the 
Town; I could heartily wiſh it yet ſhorter: 
But the Number of Different Characters 
repreſented in it, would have been too 
much crowded in leſs Room, 


This 


. DEDICATION. 
This Reflection on Prolixity, (a F call 


for which ſcarce any one Beauty will 
atone ). warns me not to be tedious now, 
and detain your Lordſhip any longer * | 
the N . 


| 15 { 8 1 1 


Your LoR DSH I 's 
Moſt Obedient and 


Maſt Humble Servant, 


— 


WILLIAM CON GR BVT. 
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PROLOGUE. 


Spoken at the Opening of the N wt 8 
By Mr. BETTERTON 


HE Husbandman in vain renews his Toil, 
To cultivate each Year a hungry Soil; 

And fondly hopes for rich and generous Fruit, 
When what fhou'd feed the Tree, devours the Root 
Th* unladen Boughs, he ſees, bode certain Dearth, 
Unleſs tranſplanted to more kindly Earth, 
Se, the poor Husbands of the Stage, who found 
Their Labours loſt upon ungrateſul Ground, 
This laſt and only Remedy have prov'd ; 
And hope new Fruit from ancient Stocks remov'd, 
Mell may they hope, when you ſo kindly aid, 
Well plant a Soil which you fo rich have made, 
As Nature gave the World to Man's firſt Age, 
So from your Bounty, we receive this Stage; 
The Freedom Man was born to you've reftor'd, 
And to our World, ſuch Plenty you afford, 
1: ſeems like Eden, fruitful of its own accord. 
But fince in Paradife frail Fleſh gave way, 


And when but two were made, both went aſtray ; 
Forbear. 


EVEN 
"> 


| PROLOGUE 


Ferbear your Wander, and the Fault forgive, 
F in our larger Family we grieve, 
One falling Adam, and one tempted Eve. 
We who remain, would gratefully repay, | 
What our Endeavours can, and bring this Day 0 
The Firſt- fruit Offering of a Virgin Play. 
We hope there's ſomething that may pleaſe each Taſſe, 
And tho of Homely Fare we make the Feaſt, 
Yet you will find Variety at leaſt. | 
There's Humour, which for chearful Friends we got, 
And for the thinking Party there's a Plot. 
Neve ſomething too, to gratify ill Nature, 
I there be any here) and that is Satire. 
Th# Satire ſcarce dares grin, tis grown ſo mild, 
Or only ſhews its Teeth, as if it ſmil'd. 
As Aſſes Thiſiles, Poets mumble Wit, 
And dare not bite, for fear of being bit, 
They hold their Pens, as Swords are held by Food. 
And are afraid to uſe their own Edge-Tools. 
Since the Plain-Dealer's Scenes of Manly Rage. 
Not one has dar'd to laſh this Crying Age. 
T his time, the Poet owns the bold Eſſay, 
Yet hopes there's no Ill manners in his Play: 
And he declares by me, he has deſign'd © 
Acront to none, but frankly ſpeaks his Mind.” 
And ſhou'd th” enſuing Scenes not chance to hit, 
He offers but this one Excuſe, *twas writ. | 
Before your late Encouragement of Mit. 


Drama- 


RE TC 


— 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 
3 M E N. 
Sir Sampſon Legend, Father to Valen- * 
| PETER and my | | Mr. Underhill... 
Valentine, Fallen under his Father's | 
Diſpleaſure by his expenſive way > Mr. Betterton. 
of living, in love with Angelica.) 8 
Scandal, His Friend, a free Speaker. Mr. Smith. 
Tattle, A half. witted Beau, vain of 
his Amours, yet valuing himſelf & Mr. Bowman. 
for Secreey. 5 ä 
Ben, Sir Sampſon's younger Son, half 
Home- bred, and half Sea-bred, f Mr. Dare 
deſign'd to marry Miſs Prue. | 
Forefight, An illiterate old Fellow, 
peeviſh and poſitive, ſuperſtitious, 
and pretending to underſtand Aſ- 
8 Palmittry, Phyſiognomy, ene, 
Omens, Dreams, c. Uncle to 


Angelica. | | | 
Jeremy, Servant to Valentine. Mr. Bowen. 
Trapland, A Scrivener.. Mr. Triffufis. 
Buckrum, A Lawyer. Mr. Freeman. 


; WOMEN. 
Angelica, Neice to Foreſigbt, of a conſi- 3 
. Fortune in —_ Hands. © Mrs. Bracegirdle:. 
. Salt ſecond Wife to Fere- ITS. oo, 
Mrs. Fail Siſter to Mrs. Forefiebt, a 7 KM., b. 
Woman of the Town. Mrs. Barry, 
Miſs Prue, Daughter to Foreſigbt by ; 
a Former Wife, a ſilly aukward & Mrs. Ay/if. 
Country Girl. ) 
Nurſe to Miſs. . Mrs. Leigh. 
Jenny. | Mrs. Lawyor. 
4 Steward, Officers, Sailors, and ſeveral Servants. 
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ACT I SCENE I. 


VALENTINE zu his Chamber Reading. 
| JEREMY waiting. - 


Several Books upon the Table. 


VALENTINE. 


L EREMY. p75 8 | 
0 FEREMY: 1 
Sir. 
VALENTINE. 


| Here, take away; I'll walk a Tas and 
digeſt what I have read 
„ 
vou grow deviliſh Fat upon this Paper Diet. 
. and taking away thy Boks. 


VALEN- 


14 LO VRH LOVE. 
 FALENTIN=®E, © 


And d'ye hear, go you to Breakfaſt —— There s a Page 
doubled down in Epichetus, that is a Feaſt for an 8 


peror. 
e MY 
Was Epidtetns a real Cook, or did he only write R- 


ceipts? 


VALENTINE, 

Read, read, Sirrah, and refine your Appetite ; learn to 
live upon Inſtruftion ; feaſt your Mind, and mortify your 
Fleſh; Read, and take your Nouriſhment in at your 
Eyes, ſhut up your Mouth, and chew the Cud of Un- 
derſtanding. So Epictetus adviſes, 

FEREMIC 

O Lord! I de heard much of him, when I waited 

upon a Gentleman at Cambridge. Oy what was that 


Epictetus? 5 
VALENTINE. ME hong 
A very rich Man——Not worth a Groat. 
TFEREMY. 

Humph, and ſo he has made a very fine Feaſt, where 

there is nothing to be eaten. 
£ ALENTINE,. 

Yes. 

FEREMY. 

Sir, you're a Gentleman, and probably underſtand this 
fine Feeding: But if you pleaſe, I had rather be at Board- 
Wages. Does your Epictetus, or your Seneca here, or any 
of theſe poor rich Rogues, teach you how to pay your 
Debts without Money? Will they ſhut up the Mouths of 
your Creditors ? Will Plato be Bail for you? Or Diogenes, 
becauſe he underſtands Confinement, and liv'd in a Tub, 
go to Priſon for you? 'Slife, Sir, what do you mean, 
to mewgyourſelf- up here with three or four muſty Books, | 
in Commendation of Starving and Poverty ? 5 

A. 


LOVE for Love. 15 
VALENTINE. 

Why, Sirrah, I have no Money, you know it ;-and 
therefore reſolve to rail at all that have: And in that I 
but follow the Examples of the wiſeſt and wittieſt Philo- 
ſophers whom you naturally hate, for juſt ſuch another 
Reaſon ; becauſe they abound in Senſe, and you are a 
Fool. 

FEREMY. | 

Ay, Sir, I am a Fool, I know it: And yet, Heav'n 
help me, I'm poor enough to be a Wit—But I was al- 
ways a Fool, when I told you what your Expences would 
bring you to; your Coaches and your Liveries ; your 
Treats and your Balls ; your being in Love with a Lady, 
that did not care a Farthing for you in your Profperity ; 
and keeping Company with Wits, that car'd for nothing 
but your Proſperity; and now when you are poor, * 


you as much as they do one another. 


VALENTINE. 

Well ; and now I am poor, I have an Opportunity to 
be reveng'd on them all; I'll purſue Angelica with more 
Love than ever, and appear more noteriouſly her Ad- 
mirer in this Reſtraint, than when I openly rival'd the 
rich Fops, that made Court to her ; ſo ſhall my Poverty 


be a Mortification to her Pride, and perhaps make her 


compaſſionate the Love, which has principally reduc'd 
me to this Lowneſs of Fortune. And for the Wits, I'm 
ſure Lam in a Condition to be even with them 
FEREMY. 
Nay, your Condition 1s pretty even with theirs, dare 
the Truth on't, 
VALENTINK. 
I'll take ſome of their Trade out of their Hands. 
FEREMY. | | 
Now Heav'n of Mercy continue the Tax upon Paper ; 
you don't mean to write ! 
YA. 


16 Love for Lo'v E. 
| VAL E NTT E. 
Ves, 1 do; PII write a Play. 
IE RE MT. 

| Hem , if you pleaſe to give me a ſmall Cert. 
-ficats of three Lines —only to certify thoſe whom it 
may concern; That the Bearer hereof, Feremy Fetch by 
Name, has "a the Space of ſeven Years truly and faith- 
fully ſerv'd Valentine Legend, Eſq; and that he is not now 
turn'd away for any Miſdemeanour ; but does voluntarily 
Fe his Maſter from any future Authority over him — 

FALENTINE. 

No, Sirrah, you ſhall live with me till. 

R 

Sir; it's impoſſible T may die with you, ſtarve with 
you, or be damn'd with your Works : But to live, even 
three Days, the Life of a Play, I no* more expect it, 
than to be canoniz d for a Muſe, after my Deceaſe. 

VALENTINE. 

Vou are witty, you Rogue, I ſhall want your Help ; * 
n have you learn to make Couplets, to tag the ends 
of Acts: D'ye hear, get the Maids to Crambo in an 
Evening, and learn the Knack of Rhiming, you may 
arrive at the Height of a Song, ſent by an unknown 
Hapd, or a Chocolate-Houſe Lampoon. 

FEREMY. 

But, Sir, is this the way to recover your Father's Fa- 
vour? Why, Sir Samp/on will be irreconcileable. If your 
younger Brother ſhou'd come from Sea, he'd never 
ok upon you again. You're undone, Sir ; you're ruin'd.; 

you won't have a Friend left in the World, if you turn 
Poet. -Ah Pox confound that Vils Coffce-bouſe, 
it has ruin'd ,more young Men than the Royal Oat Lot- 
tery Nothing thrives that belongs to't. The Man of 
the Houſe would have been an Alderman by this time 


10 5 half the Trade, if he had ſet up in the City 
For 


LOVE for LOVE. 17 
For my part, I never fit at the Door, that I don't get 
double the Stomach that J do at a Horſe-Race. The Air 
upon Banflcad-Downs is nothing to it for a Whetter ; yet 
I never ſee it, but the Spirit of Famine appears to me, 
ſometimes like a decay'd Porter, worn out with Pimping, 
and carrying Bi/llet-doux and. Songs; not like other Por- 
ters for Hire, but for the Jefl's ſake. Now like a thin 

Chair map, melted down to half his Proportion, with car- 
rying a Poet upon Tick, to viſic ſome. great Fortune; 
and his Fare to be paid him like the Wages of Sin, either 
at the. Day of Marriage, or the Day of Death. 

FALENTINE. 
Very well, Sir; can you proceed? 
. 

Sometimes like a bilk'd Bookſeller, with a meagre ter- 
rify'd Countenance, that looks as if he had written for 
himſelf, or were reſolv'd to turn Author, and bring the 
| reſt of his Brethren into the ſame Condition. And laſtly, 
in the Form of a worn-out Punk, with Verſes in her 
Hand, which her Vanity had preferr d to Settlements, 
without a whole Tatter to her Tail, but as ragged as 
one of the Muſes; or as if ſhe were carry ing her Linen 
to the Paper: Mill, to be converted into Folio Books, of 
Warning to all young Maids, not to prefer Poetry to good 
Senſe; or lying in the Arms of a _ Wit, before the 
Eee of a * Fool. | 


AND 
| 928 923 


SCENE 


18 Lo vE for LO R. 
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* VALENTINE, SCANDAL, Ia R MY. 


\.. SCANDAL. 
V 7 HAT, Jeremy holding forth? 
FALENTINE., 
The Rogue has (with all the Wit he could muſter up) 
been declaiming againſt Wit. 
SCANDAL. 
Ay? Why then I'm afraid Jeremy has Wit: For 
wherever it is, it's always contriving its own Ruin. 9 
FEREMY. | 7 
Why, ſo I have been telling my Maſter, Sir: Mr. 
Scandal, for Heay*n's ſake, Sir, try if you can diſſuade 
him from turning Poet. | 
FCANDAL. .. 
Poet He ſhall turn Soldier firſt, and. rather depend 
upon the Out- ſide of his Head, than the Lining. Why, 
what the Devil has not your Poverty made you Enemies 
enough ? Muſt you needs ſhew your Wit to get more ? 
FEREMY. 
Ay, more indeed : For who cares for any Body that 
has more Wit than himſelf? 95 | 
SCANDAL. 

Feremy ſpeaks like an Oracle. Don't you ſee how worth- 
leſs great Men, and dull rich Rogues, avoid a witty Man 
of ſmall Fortune ? Why, he looks like a Writ of En- 
quiry into their Titles and Eſtates ; and ſeems Commilſ- 
* fion'd by Heaven to ſeize the better half. 


VA- 


Lo vx for Love. 19 


VALENTINE. 
Therefore I would rail in my . _ be re- 
veng d. 
SCANDAL. 


Rail ? At whom? the whole World ? Impotent and 
vain! Who would die a Martyr to Senſe in a Country 
where the Religion is Folly? Vou may ſtand at Bay for 
a while; but when the full Cry is againſt you, you ſhan't 
have fair Play for your Life. If you can't be fairly run 
down by the Hounds, you will be treacherouſly ſhot by 
the Huntſmen.---No, turn Pimp, Flatterer, Quack, Law- 
yer, Parſon, be Chaplain to an Atheiſt, or Stallion to 
an old Woman, any thing but Poet; a modern Poet is 
worſe, more ſervile, timorous, and fawning, than any 
J have nam'd: Without you could retrieve the Ancient 
Honours of the Name, recal the Stage of Athens, and 
be allow'd the Force of open honeſt Satire. 

VALENTINE. 

'You are as inveterate againſt our Poets, as if your 
Character had been lately expos d upon the Stage. 
Nay, I am not violently bent upon the Trade, —— 
[ One knocks.) Feremy, ſee who's there. [Jer. goes to the 
Door.) But tell me what you would have me do 
What does the World ſay of me, and my fore d Con- 
ſinement? 

SCAND 4 L. 

The World behaves itſelf, as it uſes to do on ſuch Oe- 
caſions; ſome pity you, and condemn your Father: 
Others excuſe him, and blame you: only the Ladies 
are merciful, and wiſh you well : fince Love and Pleas» 
ſurable Expence have been your greateſt Faults. 

[ Jeremy returns. ] 
VALENTINE. 

How now ? | 


: , * ; 5 — _ 
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20 EVA for Love: 


FE RE MT. 

Nothing new, Sir; I have diſpatch*d ſome katf a Do- 
zen Duns with as much. Dexterity, as a hungry Judge 
does Cauſes at Dinner. time. | I 

VALENTI N E. 

W hat Anſver have you given em? 

SCANDAL. 


| Patience, p ſuppoſe, the old Receipt. 
JEREMY. 


No, faith, Sir; I have put 'em off ſo long with Pa. 4 


tience and Forbearance, and other fair Words; that I 


ws fore d now to tell em in plain downright Engliſh--- 


VALENTINE. 

What? 5 

. JEREMY. 

That they ſhould be paid. 

VALENTINE. 

When? 

bw 5 FE R E MY. 

To. morrow. 
15 7 LE NT INE. | | 

And how the Devil dp you mean to keep your Word > 

"FEREMY. 


Keep it? Not at all; it has been ſo very much ſtretch d. 
that I reckon it will break of courſe by to-morrow, and 
no body be ſurpris'd at the Matter-----[ Knocking. ]---= 
Again | Sir, if you don't like my Negotiation, will you. 
be pleas'd to anſwer theſe yourſelf. . - 
VALENTINE. 

See who they are. | 


8856 
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SCENE III. 


varzv Tin, SCANDAL. 


VALENTI N E, 
BY « this, Scandal, you may ſee what it is to be great; 
Secretaries of State, Preſidents of the Council, and 
Generals of an Army lead Juſt ſuch a Life as I do; have 
juſt ſuch Crowds of Viſitants in a Morning, all ſoliciting 
of paſt Promiſes : which are but a civiler Sort of Duns, 
that lay claim to voluntary Debts, 
„ 
And you, like a true great Man, having engaged theie 
Attendance, and promis'd more than ever you intended 
to perform ; are more perplex'd to find Evaſions, than 
you would be to invent the honeſt Means of keeping your 
Word, and gratifying your Creditors, 
VALENTINE. 
| a learn to ſpare your Friends, and do not pro- 
voke your Enemies; this Liberty of your Tongue, will 
one oy bring! a TONE on = your Ogg my F rind. 


S' N NC E TV, 
VALENTINE, SCANDAL, JEREMY. 
JEREZ M 


O Sir, there 's 7 rapland the Scrivener, with two ſuſpi- 
cious Fellows like lawful Pads, that would knock a 


Man down W. th Pocket Tipſtares;—— And there's your 
| Father 5 


* 
— 
. 


22 Love jor Lo vx. 

Father's Steward, and the Nurſe with one of your Chil - 
dren from Tavitnam. | 3 

| VALENTINE, | 

Pox on her, cou'd ſhe find no other Time to fling my 

Sins in my Face? Here, give her this, [Gives Money.] 
and bid her trouble me no more; a thoughtleſs two- 
handed Whore, ſhe knows my Condition well enough, 
and might have over-laid the Child a Fortnight ago, if 
ſhe had had any Forecaſt in her. 


SCANDAL. 
What, is it bouncing Margery,' with my Godſon? 
ET ST 2 24 | 
Yes, Sir. F 
SCANDAL. 


My Bleſſing to the Boy, with this Token [Gives Mo- 
ney.] of my Love. And d'ye hear, bid Margery put 
more Flocks in her Bed, ſhift twice a Week, and not 
work ſo hard, that ſhe may not ſmell ſo vigorouſſy. 
I ſhall take the Air ſhortly... | = 

VALENTINE. 
Sͤcandal, don't ſpoil my Boy's Milk.----Bid Trapland | 
come in, If I can give that Cerberus a Sop, I ſhall be 


at reſt for one Day. 
s CEE N E v. 
VALENTINE, SCANDAL, TRAPLAND, Jaxxur. 
VALENTINE k 


Mr. Trap/and ! my old Friend! Welcome. 7 eremy, 
a Chair quickly: A Bottle of Sack and a Toalt--- 


a Chair firſt, : 560] 
— T RAP. 


BL EFF *E 
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Lo vE for Love. 23 
TRA PLAN D. 
A good Morning to you Mr. Valentine, and to you 
Mr. Scandal. 


SCANDAL, 
The Morning's a very good Morning, if you don't 
ſpoil it. | 
5 VALENTINE, 


Come, fit you down, you know his way. 
TRAPLAND [jt] 
There is a Debt, Mr. Valentine, of 1500 l. of pretty 
long landing „ 
VAI E NTINE. 
I cannot talk about Buſineſs with a W Palate.— 
Sirrah, the Sack. 
TRAPLAND. | 
And 1 defire to know what Courſe you have taken for 
the Payment ? 
PAL ENTINE. 
Faith and Troth, I am heartily glad to fee you. 
"my Service to you, fil, fill, to honeſt Mr. Trapland, 
uller, 
TRAPLAND. | | 
Hold, Sweet-heart.----This is not to our Buſineſs :---- 
my. Service to you, Mr. Scandal---| Drinks, * I have 
forborn as long — | 
VALENTINE. 
Tother Glaſs, and then we'll talk,-.-Fill, Feremy. 
TRAPLAND. 
No more, in truth I have forborn, I fay—— 
VALENTINE. 
Sirrah, fill when I bid you-----And how does your 
handſom Daughter ?----Come, a good Husband to her. 
[ Drinks. 
TRAPL 4 N D. ; 
Thank you---I have been out of this Money — 
YALE N- 
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YV'ACEENTINE. 
Driok firſt, Scandal, why do you not drink? 
[They drink. 


TRAPEAND. 

And in ſhort, I can be put off no longer. 

VALENTINE. 

I was much oblig'd to you for your Supply : Tt aid r me 
Signal Service in my Neceſſity. But you delight in 
doing good. Scandal, drink to me, my Friend Trapland's 
Health. An honeſter Man lives not, nor one more ready 
to ſerve his Friend in Diſtreſs : Tho' I ſay it to his Face. 


9 fill each Man his Glaſs, 


: 8 CA MD bois is | 
What, I know 7. rapland has been a Whoremaſter, 
and loves a Wench ſtill. You never knew a Whoremaſter 


that was not an honeſt Fellow. 


TRAP LAND. 
Fy, Mr. Scandal, you never knew---- 
„ne. 

What ir t I know? ---I know- the Duron black 
Widow in the Poultry ——g 800 J. a year Jointure, and 
20000 J. in Money. Ahah !. Old Trap. 

gt VALENTINE. | Elo] 

Say you ſo, i'faith? Come, we'll remember the Wis 

dow: I know whereabouts you are: S to = * 


x TRAP L A N. D. 
No more indeed. 
Sn f OT N TIN E. | 

What, the Widow's Health; give it him off with 
it: [They drink.) A lovely Girl, i faith, black ſpark- 
ling Eyes, ſoft pouting Ruby-Lips ; beter ſealing there, 
than a Bond for a OE hah ! f 


— — 
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LOVE for Love. 25 
TRAPLAND. 
No, no, there's no ſuch thing; we'd better mind our 
Buſineſs———Yov're a Wag. | 
FVFALENTINE. 

No faith, we'll mind the Widow's Bufineſs : fill again 
Pretty round heaving Breaſts, — a Barbary Shape, 
and a Jut with her Bum, would ſtir an Anchoret : And 
the prettieſt Foot! Oh if a Man could but faſten his Eyes 
to her Feet, as they ſteal in and out, and play at Bo- 
peep under her Petticoats, ah! Mr. Trapland? © 

| TRAPLAND. 
Verily, give me a n RE re a Wag 


| and here's to the Widow. | [ [DPrinks. 


SCANDAL. 
He begins to Chuckle PESTO 25 him cloſe, or he'll 
relapſe into a Dun, 


SCENE . 
— 


[ To them ] Co's FE 


0 F F 1 CE K. 
By » your Lawns — AM Trapland, if we 
muſt do our Office, tell us. We have half a Do- 
zen Gentlemen to Arreſt in Pall. Mall and Covent. Gar- 
den; and if we don't make haſte, the Chairmen will be 
abroad, and block up the Chocolate ps ard then 
our Labour's loſt. 
TRAPLA ND. | 
Udfo, that's true. Mr. Valentine, I love Mirth, but 
Buſineſs muſt be done; are you ready to | 
V 8 L. II. B 7 E - 


20 LOVE for Love. 
: FEREMY. 
Sir, your Father's Steward ſays he comes to make 


Propoſals concerning your Debts. 
| VALENTINE. 


Bid him come in : Mr. Trapland, ſend away your 


Officer, you ſhall have an Anſwer preſently. 
TRAPLAND. 


Mr. Snap, ſtay within Call. 


VALENTINE, SCAN DAL, TRAPLAND, JEREMY, 
STEWARD, who ewhiſpers VALENTINE, 


e 2 4 A 
ERE's a Dog now, a Traitor in his Wine: Sirrah, 
refund the Sack: Jeremy, fetch bim ſome warm 
Water, or I'Il rip up his Stomach, and 90 the ſhorteſt 
Way to his Conſcience. 
TRA PLAN DD. 

Mr. Scandal, you are uncivil ; I did not value your Sack; 

but you cannot expect it again, when I have drunk It, 
SCANDAL. 

And how do you expect to have your Mony again, 

when a Gentleman has ſpent it? 
VALENTINE... 

You need ſay no more, I underſtand the Conditions; 
they are very hard, but my Neceſſity is very preſſing: 
J agree to em. Take Mr. Trapland with you, and Jet 
him draw the Writing----Mr. Trapland, you know this 


Man, he ſhall ſatisfy you. 
TRA P. 


Torn i COS 27 


TRAPLAN D. 
Sincerely, I am loth to be thus preſling, but my Ne- 


Hmm 
| VALENTINE. 
No apology, good Mr. Scrivener, you ſhall be paid. 
TRAP LAND. 
1 hope you forgive me, my Buſineſs requires 


e E N E VI 


3-5-6 
VALENTINE, SCANDAL. 


> SCAN D AL. 
H E begs Pardon, like a Hangman at an Execution 
VALENTINE, 
12 T have got a Reprieve. | 
SCANDAL. 

: . ſurpris d, what, does your Father relent ? 

VALENTINE. 

No; he has ſent me the hardeſt Conditions in the 
World. You have heard of a Booby-Brother of mine, 
that was ſent to Sea three Years ago? This Brother, my 

; Father hears is landed: whereupon he very affectionately 
ſends me Word, If I will make a Deed of Conveyance 

of my Right to his Eftate after his Death, to my younger 

; Brother, he will immediately furniſh me with four thou- 
ſand Pound to pay my Debts, and make my Fortune. 
This was once propos'd before, and I refus'd it ; but the 

preſent Impatience of my Creditors for their Mony, and 

my own Impatience of Confinement, and. Abſende from 

; Angelica, force me to conſent. 


B 2a £3. ACS. 
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28 Love fr Lo v x. 
SCANDAL. 


A very deſperate Demonſtration of your Love to to 1 
gelica: And I think ſhe has never * you any Aſ- 


ſurance of hers. _ 
4 4 LENTINE. 

You: know her Temper ; ſhe never gave me any great 
Reaſon either for Hope or Deſpair. / 

$CAHNDAL. :-:- 

Women of her airy Temper, as hb ſeldom: think be 
fore they act, ſo they rarely give us any Light to gueſs 
at what they mean: But you have little Reaſon to be- 
lieve that a Woman of this Age, who has had an In- 
difference for you in your Proſperity, will fall in Love 
with your ill Fortune: Beſides, Angelica has a great For- 
tune of her own; and great Fortunes either expect ano- 


ther great Fortune, or a Fool, 


SCENE IX. 


7 them ] Jr RE Mx. 
- 
JEREMY. 


ORE Misfortunes, Sir. | 
VC 
What, another Dun? 
FEREMY. 
No, Sir, but Mr. Taztle is come to wait upon you. 
VALENTINE. 
Well, I can't help it. you muſt e Mun up; 


be knows I don't go abroad. | „ 


* 


SCENE 


at 
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SCENE, x. 


VALENTINE, SCANDAL. 


| S CAN 4 L. 
pox on him, I'll begone. 
ä _VALENT I N E. | 

No, pr'ythee lay: Tattle and you ſhould never 4 
aſunder; you are Light and Shadow, and ſhew one ano- 
ther; he is perfectly thy Reverſe both in Humour and 
Underſtanding; and as you ſet up for Dy * is 
a Mender of Reputations. 

SCANDAL. 

A Mender of Reputations ! ay, juſt as he is a Keeper 
of | Secrets, another Virtue that he ſets up for in the ſame 
manner. For the Rogue will ſpeak aloud in the Poſture 
of a Whiſper ; and deny a Woman's Name, while he 
gives you the Marks of her Perſon ; He will forſwear 
receiving a Letter from her, and at the ſame time ſhew 
you her Hand in the Superſcription : And yet perhaps he 
has counterfeited the Hand too, and ſworn to a Truth; 
but he hopes not to be believ'd; and refuſes the Reputa- 
tion of a Lady's Favour, as a Doctor ſays, No, to a 
Biſhoprick, only that it may be granted him. In. 
ſhort, he is a public Profeſſor of Secrecy, and makes 
Proclamation that he holds Mr Intelligence. 
He's here. 


B 3 SCENE 


"AS Lo VE fer Love. 


VV 
[To them] TATTLE. 


Alentine, good Morrow: $ b I am yours, — 
That is, when you ſpeak well of me. 
SCANDASL; : * 
That i is, when I am yours; ; for while I am my own, 
or any Body's elſe, that will never Ps 
""EATCY . 
How Inhuman ! | 


VALENTI N E. 
Why Tattle, you need not be much concern'd at any 
thing that he ſays: for to converſe with Scandal, is to 


play at Zofing Loadum ; you muſt loſe a good Node to 


him, before you can win it for yourſelf. 
7 L. | 
But how barbarous that is, and how atfarmacn for 
him, that the World ſhall think the better of any Perſon 
for his Calumniation !——T thank Heav'n, it has al- 
ways been a Part of my Character, to handle the Repu- 
tations of others very tenderly indeed. 
S CAN DAI. 
Av, ſach rotten Repurations as you have to deal mu 
are to be handled tenderly indeed. 
K. 
Nay, but why rotten? Why ſhould you fay rotten, | 
when you know not the Perſons of whom you * ? 


Hoy cruel that is? 
S CAN. 


" 


Lo vH for Love. 3x 


SCAN DFE. 
Not know 'em? Why thou never hadſt to do with 
8 4 Body that did not ſtink to all the Town. 
N 
Ha, ha, dar nay, now you make a Jeſt of it indeed. 
For there is nothing more known, than that no Body 
knows any thing of that Nature of me. As I hope to 
be fav'd, Valentine, I never expos d a Woman, fince 1 
knew what Woman was. ; 
ALA NT N E. 
And yet you have convers'd with ſeveral. 
. : | 
To be free with you, I have——I don't care if ' ifs 
own that -Nay more (I'm going to ſay a bold 
Word now) I never could meddie with a Woman, that 
had to do with any Body elſe. 
SCANDAL. 


EOF 
74 LENI N E. 
Ny; faith, Pm apt to believe 8. her 
Husband, Tattle. | 
TA T T LI. 
Oh chat — 


"$CANDAL. | 
What think you of that __ ann _ 


Drab ? 
N E. 

Pooh, I know Madam Drab has made her Brave. i in 
three or four Places, that I ſaid this and that, and writ 
to her, and did I know not what----But, upon my Re- 
putation, ſhe did me wrong---Well, well, that was Ma- 
lice But I know the Bottom of it. She was 
brib'd to that by one we all know A Man too. 
Only to bring me into Diſgrace with a certain Woman 
of Quality 


B 4 8 


32 Love for Lo vx. 
SCANDA4 L. 

Whom we all know. | 

TATTLE. + | 
No matter for that----Y es, yes, every body knows 

-----No doubt on't, every body knows my Secrets 

But I ſoon fatisfy'd the Lady of my Innocence; for 1 

told her Madam, ſays I, there are ſome Perſons who 

make it their Buſineſs to tell Stories, and ſay this and 

that of one and tother, and every thing in the World: 

And, fays I, if 1 Grace —— 
SCANDAL. 


7 Grace ! 
. Xs TATTLE. FEM 
O Lord, what have I ſaid? my unlucky Tongue! 
FVALENTIN 2.5 | 
ay, ha, ha. 
SCANDAL. 

Why, Tattle, thou haſt more Impudence than one can - 
in Reaſon expect: I ſhall have an Eſteem for thee ; well, 
and ha, ha, ha, well, go on, and what did 5 2907 
her Grace ? f 

VALENTINE. 
I confeſs this is ſomething extraordinary. 
TATET LE, 
Not a Word, as I hope to be ſav'd; an arrant Lapſus 
Lingue---Come, let's talk of ſomething elſe. 
# VALENTINE. 

Well, but how did you acquit yourſelf ? 

ee. 

Pooh, pooh, nothing at all, I only rally d wich 1 
a Woman of ordinary Rank was a little jealous of me, 
and I told her ſomething or other, faith -I know not 
what . Come, let's talk of an elſe. renee 

Ye . Sang. 


Vow p - 


* 
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S CAN DAI. 
Hang bim, let him alone, he has a Mind we ſhould 
enquire. + 5 
74 TX. : 


Valentine, I ſapp'd laſt Night with your Miſtreſs, and 
her Uncle, Old Forefight :. I think your Father lies at 


 Forefight's. 
PALENTINE. 
Yes. 
| TATTLE. 


Upon my Soul Angelica's a fine iis Ad ſo is 
Mrs. Farefight, and her Siſter Mrs. Fra:/. 5 


e 
4 Yes, Mrs. Frail is a very fine Woman, we all know 
8 
| TATTLE. 
On that is not fair. 
SCANDAL. 
'What ? 8 
| TATTLE. 
To tell. 
| SCANDAL. PE. 
To tell what ? Why, what do you know of 7 Mis. 
Frail ? 
TATTLE. 


Who, I? Upon Honour I don't know whether ſhe be 
Man or Woman; but by the Smoc chneſs of her Chin, 


and Roundneſs of her Hips. 


E CANDAL. 
No! 
| 747 T L E. 
No. | | 
SCANDAL. 


She * otherwiſe. | 
' = y. - ns 
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a . 
Impoſſible e 
. „ DESL 
Ves, Faith. Ask Valentine elſe. 
TER. 


Why then, as I hope to be ſav'd, I believe a Woman 
only obliges a Man to Secrecy, that the may have the 


Pleaſure of telling herſelf. 
SCANDAL. 


No doubt on't. Well, but has ſhe done you Wrong 


or no? You have had her? Ha? 
 TATTLE, 
Tho' I have more Honour than to tell firſt; I have 
more Manners than to contradi& what a Lady has de- 


clar'd. 
SCANDAL. 


Well, you own it f 
TATTLE. 


I am firangely ſurpris d! Yes, yes, I can't deny't i 
ſhe taxes me with it, 


SCANDAL. 
She'll be here by and by, the ſees Falentine every 
Morning. 
71 L E. 


How! | | a, | 
| VALENTINE. 
She does me the Favour——1 mean of a Viſit ſome- 
times. 
I did not think ſhe had granted more to any body. 
SCANDAL. = 
Nor I, faith——But Taztle does not uſe to belye a 
Lady; it is contrary to his Character How one may 
be deceiv'd in a Woman, Valentine? | 
. 
Nay, what do you mean, Gentlemen? 
| S$CAN- 


Lo VR fr Love. 35 


*SCANDAL. 
I'm reſolv d Fll ask her. 
r 3 
O barbarous ! Why, did you not tell me 
SCANDAL. : 


No, you told us. 
5 „ 


And bid me ask Valentine? 
VALENTINE. 
What did I ſay? I hope you won't bring me to confeſs 
an Anſwer, when you never ask'd me the Queſtion. 
TATTHS 
Bat Gentlemen, this is the moſt inhuman Proceeding... 
VALENTINE. 
Nay, if you have known Scandal thus long, and cannot 
avoid ſuch a palpable Decoy as this was; the Ladies have 
A fine time, whoſe * are in your W 
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SCENE XI. 
L To them |] * 


„„ | 
8¹ R, Mrs. Frail has ſent to know if you are flirting. 
PALENTINE. on Eh | 

Shew her up, when ſhe comes. 


SS 


SCENE 


s C EN E Kill. 


8 2 7 


VALENTINE, SCANDAL, Tarrrz. 


; TATTLE. 
1. be gone. | 85 
f 35 VALENTINE. 2 Fe 
_ You'll meet her. | 
2 „ TATTL Z. 
Is there not a back way? | 
So VALENTINE. 7 

II there were, you have more Diſcretion, than to 5 
Scandal ſuch an Advantage; why, your * away 
will prove all chat he can tell her. | 

FAT TLE- . % 

Scandal, you will not be fo ad. J ſhall 
loſe my Reputation of Secrecy for ever- I ſhall never 
be receiv d but upon Public Days; and my Viſits will 
never be admitted beyond a Drawing- Room: I ſhall ne- 
ver ſee a Bed Chamber again, never be lock'd in a Cloſet, 
nor run behind a Screen, or under a Table ; never be 
 diſtinguiſh'd among the Waiting Women by the Name of 
Truſty Mr. Tattle more---You will not be fo cruel. 

VALENTINE. 
_ Scandal, have pity on him; he'll yield to any Con- 


gitions. 
| TATTLE. 


Any, any Terms, 


SCAN; 


Love for LO VR. 37 
e e re Ns 
Come then, ſacrifice half a Dozen Women of rod 


Reputation to me prefently Come, where are you 
familiar? And ſee that they are Women of Quality 


too the firſt uality. 
"8 V TATTLE. 


Tis very hard won 'ta Baronet S Lad 7 
F PCANDAL.. | * 


No nothing under a Right Honourable. 
TATTLE.. 


O inhuman ! You don't expect cheir Names ? 
SCANDAL. 8 


No, their Titles ſhall ſerve. 
TATTLE. 


Alas, that's the ſame thing: Pray ſpare me their Titles; 


TN deſcribe their Perſons. 
C 


Well, begin then: But take notice, if you are ſo ill a 


Painter, that I cannot know the Perſon by your Picture 


of her, you muſt be condemn'd, like other bad nes 
to write the N ame at the Bottom. 


| TATTLE. 
Well, firſt then 


s CEN E XIV. 


Lx, them?) Mrs Frall. 


A471 E. 


\ Unfortunate ! Ihe" s come already ; will you have 
Patience oy another time III double the 


Number. 
8 C4 N. 


OI 


38 LOVE for Love. 
| | r 
Well, on that Condition Take wy you don't fail 


me. 
| Mrs. FRAIL. 

I mall get a ſine Reputation, by coming to ſee Fellows 
in a Morning. Scandal, you Devil, are you here too? 
Oh Mr. Tarfle, every thing is ſafe with you, we know. 

4 SCANDAL. 

Tattle. 


TAT F L E. 

Mum 0 Madam, you do me too much Honour. 

| VALENTINE. 

Well Lady Galloper, how does Angelica ? 

Mrs. FRAIL. 

Angelica? Manners! 

|  FALENTINE. 

What, you will allow an abſent Lover 

Mrs. FRAIL. 

No, P11 allow a Lover preſent with his Miſtreſs to be 
particular —— But otherwiſe I think his Paſſion ag: to 
give place to his Manners. 

VALENTINE, 

But what if he has more Paſſion than Manners ? 

Mrs. FRAIL, | 

Then let him marry and reform. 

FALENTINE. -. 

Marriage indeed may qualify the Fury of his Paſſion, 
but it very rarely mends a Man's Manners, 

| Mrs. FRAII. 

You are the moſt miſtaken in the World ; there is no 
Creature perfectly civil, but a Husband, For in a little 
time he grows only rude to his Nie, and that is the 
higheſt good Breeding, for it begets'his Civility to other 
People. Well, Ill tell you News; but I ſuppoſe you 
hear your Brother ä is landed. And my Brother 


Fore- 


il 


Well, if he be but as great a Sea - Beaſt, as ſhe is a Land- 


Lo vr Love. 39 
Forefight's Daughter is come out of the Country! aſ- 
ſure you, there's a Match talk d of by the old People 


Monſter, we ſhall have a moſt amphibious Breed 
The Progeny will be all Otters: He has been bred at 
Sea, and ſhe has never been out of the Country. 


VALENTINE. 
Pox take em, their Conjunction bodes me no good, 
Fm ſure. 
Mrs. FRAIL. 


Now you talk of Conjunction, my Brother Forefght 


has caſt both their Nativities, and prognoſticates an Ad- 
miral and an eminent Jaſtice of the Peace to be the Iffue- 


Male of their two Bodies; tis the moſt ſuperſtitious old 


Fool! He would have perſuaded me, that this was an 
unlucky Day, and would not let me come abroad: But | 


J invented a Dream, and ſent him to Artemidorus for In- 


terpretation, and ſo ſtole out to ſee you. Well, and 
what will you give me now ? Come I mon have ſome- 
thing. 
VALENTINE. 
Step into the next Room and Tl give you ſeme- 


thing. 
SCANDAL. 
Ay, we'll all give you ſomething. 
Mrs. FRATL. 


Well, what will you all give me? 
| VALENTINE. 


Mine's a Secret. 
Mrs. FRAT L. 


I thought you would give me ſomething, that would 


be a Trouble to you to keep. 


YALENTINE. 
And Scandal fhall give you a good Name. 
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Mrs. FRAIL. | 
That's 1 more than he has for himſelf. And what will 
you give me, Mr. Tatth? 
TATTLE. 
12 * Soul, Madam. 
' Mrs. FRA IL. 
Pooh, No I thank you, I have enough to do to take 
care of my own. Well; but I'll come and ſee you one 
of theſe Mornings: I hear you have a 119 7 many Pic- 


tures. 
; 147171 . 
I have a e goon Collection at your Service, ſome 


On als. 

af | a 8 CAND A L. 

Hang him, he has nothing but the Grain and the 
Twelkye Ce/ars, paltry Copies ; and the Five Senſes, as ill 
repreſented as they are in himſelf ; and he n is the 
ny Original you will ſee there. | 

Mn FRATLI. :: 
Ay, but I hear he has a Cloſet of Beauties, 
SG N DAT. 
Ves, all that have done him Favours, if you will be- 
lieve him, : 
Mrs. F RATL. 
Ay, let me ſee thoſe, Mr. Tazth. 
EC © i © <> 5 
0 Madam, thoſe are ſacred to Love and Contempla- 
No Man but the Painter and myfelf was ever bleſt 
with the Sight. | 
Mrs. FRAIL, 
Well, but a Woman 
TATTLE. 
Nor Woman, till ſhe conſented to have her Picture 


there too — for then ſhe's obliged to keep the Secret. 


SCAM. 
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_ i 
No, no: come to me if you'd ſee Pictures. 
Mrs. F RAIL. | 
You? 
| 8 C 4 N D of E 

Yes Faith, I can ſhew you your own picture, and moſt 
of your Acquaintance to the Life, and as like as at Knuet- 
ler's. | 

Mrs. F R 4 JI. 2 5 ä 

O lying Creature — Valentine, does not he he e 

I can't believe a Word he ſays. . 
VALENTINE. 

No, indeed, he ſpeaks Truth now: For as Taztle has 
Pictures of all that have granted him Favours, he has the 
Pictures of all that have refus'd him: If Satires, Deſerip. 
tions, Characters, and Lampoons are Pictures. | 

8 CM ND 

ves, mine are moſt in black and white. — And yet 
there are ſome ſet out in their true Colours, both Men 
and Women, I can ſhew you Pride, Folly, Affectation, 

Wantonneſs, Inconſtaney, Covetouſneſs, Diſſimulation, 
Malice and Ignorance, all in one Piece. Then I can ſhew 
you Lying, Foppery, Vanity, Cowardiſe, Bragging, Le- 
chery, Impotence and Uglineſs in another Piece; and yet 
one of theſe is a celebrated Beauty, and t other a profeſt 
Beau. 1 have Paintings too, ſome pleaſant enough. 

Mrs. FRAIL. 
Come, let's hear em. | 
SCANDA #2 | 

Why, I have a Beau in a Bagnio, cupping for a Com- 
plexion, and ſweating for a Shape. 

By Mrs, F RAIL. 
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SCANDAL. 

Then I have a Lady burning Brandy in a Cellar with 
a Hackney-Coachman. 

Mrs. FRAII. 
O Devil! Well, but that Story is not true. 
SCANDAL. 

1 bare ſome Hieroglyphics too; I have a — 
with a hundred Hands, two Heads, and but one Face; a 
Divine with two Faces, and one Head; and I have a 
Soldier with his Brains in his . and his Heart where 
his Head ſhou'd be. 


5 Mrs. FRAIL, 
And no Head? we 
SCANDAL. 

No Head. +: þ | 
Mrs. FRAIL. 


Pooh, this is all Invention. Have you ne'er a Poet? 
SCINDAL:  :: 

Yes, I have a Poet weighing Words, and ſelling Praiſe 
for Praiſe, and a Critie picking his Pocket. I have 
another large Piece too, repreſenting a School; where 
there arc huge Proportion d Critics, with long Wigs, 
lac'd Coats, Steinkirk Cravats, and terrible Faces ; with 
Cat-calls in their Hands, and Horn-Books about their 
Necks. I have many more of this Kind, very well painted, 


as you ſhall ſee. 
Mr. F RAI I. 
Well, TIl come, if it be but to diſprove you. 


N 


SCENE 


1 
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[ To them] IE XE M Ye 


I R, here's the Steward again from your Father. 


ALENTINE. 
I'll come to him---will you wo me leave, PH wait 
on you again i preſently. 
Mrs. FRA IL. 


No, I'll be gone. Come, who Squires me to the 
Exchange? I muſt call my Siſter Fereſſ 207 there. 


SCANDAL. 
I will : I have a Mind to your Siſter. 
Mrs. FRA 1 „ 
Civil 
74 T TEE. 
1 will 3 becauſe J have a Tendire for your Ladyfhip. 
Mrs. FRATL. 
That's ſomewhat the better Reaſon, to wy Opinion. 
SCANDAL. 


Well, if Tattle entertains you, I have the better Op- 


portunity to engage your Siſter. 


VALENTINE. 
Tell Angelica, T am about making hard Conditions to 
come Abroad, and be at Liberty to ſee her. 
SCANDAL. 
I'll give an Account of you and your Proceedings, 
If Indiſcretion be a Sign of Love, you are the moſt a 
Lover of any Body that I know : You fancy that 


parting 
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parting with your Eftate, will help you to your MiR 


treſs--------In my Mind, he is a * Adven- 
nr, | 


Who hopes to purchaſe Wealth by ſelling Land, 
Or win a Miſtręſi, with a hfing Hand. 


ACT 


Love for Love. 


ACT U. SCENE . 


4 Room in benz 10 ur. Horſe. 


2 Foxzs1Gur and SERVANT. 


* 


FORESIGHT. | 
Ex day! What are all the Women of my 
1 Family abroad? Is not my Wife come 
home? Nor my Siſter, nor my Daughter? 
8 „ #2 Te 
No, Sir. 
FORESIGH 7. 5 
Mercy on us, what can be the meaning of it? Sure 
the Moon is in all her Fortitudes ; Is my Neice Angelica 


at home'?'- 
| SERVANT. 
Yes, Sir + 5 06 
l n 
1 believe you lye, Sir. 
SERVANT. 
Sir 2 


| FORESS G E T. 

I ay you lye, Sir. It is impoſſible that any thing ſhould 
be as I wou'd have it; for I was born, Sir, when the 
Crab was aſcending, and all my Affairs go backward, 

„ 

I can't tell indeed, Sir, 

FORE-> 
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PFF 
a ns I know. you can't, Sir : But I can tell, and fore- 


[To them] NURSE. 


| FOREST H.. 
N URS E, where's your young Miſtreſs? 

5 . 

Wee'ſt Heart, I know not, they're none of em come 
Home yet: Poor Child, I warrant ſhe's fond o'ſeeing the 
Town----Marry, pray Heav'n they ha” given her any 
Dinner Good lack-a-day, ha, ha, ha, O ſtrange ; Tl! 
vow and ſwear now, ha, ha, ha, marry and did you ever 


ſee the like ! | 
| FORESIGHT. 

Why, how now, what's the Matter ? 

_ USE | 

Pray Heav'n ſend your Worſhip good Luck, Marry 
and Amen with all my Heart, for you have put on one 
Stocking with the wrong ſide outward. | 

FORESIGHT. 

Ha, how ? Faith and troth I'm glad of it, and fo I 
have, that may be good Luck in troth, in troth it may, 
very good Luck: Nay I have had ſome Omens; I got 
out of Bed backwards too this Morning, without Premedi- 
tation; pretty good that too; but then I ſtumbled coming 
down Stairs and met a Weaſel; bad Omens thoſe : Some 


A 


bad, ſome good; our Lives are chequer'd : Mirth and 


Sorrow, Want and Plenty, Night and Day, make up our 
Time 
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Time----But in troth J am pleas'd at my Stocking — 
very well pleas'd at my Stocking---Oh here's my Neice l 
— —Sirrah, go tell Sir Sampſon Legend T'll wait on him 
if he's at leiſure——tis now three o Clock, a very good 
Hour for . Mercury governs this Hour, 


OF JN * e ZN RA ONS 
ANGELICA, Fore 8 1 nr, Nuxs x. 


ANGELICA. 
Ts; it not a good Hour for Pleaſure too, Uncle? pray 
lend me your Coach, mine's out of Order, 
FORESIGHT. 

What, wou'd you be gadding too? Sure all Females 
are mad to day It is of evil Portent, and bodes Miſ- 
chief to the Maſter of a Family---I remember an old 
Prophecy written by Me//ahal/ah the Arabian, and thus 
tranſlated by a Reverend PuckiogbongSive Bard. 


When Houſewifes all the Houſe forſake, 
And leave good Man to Brew and Bake, 
Withouten Guile, then be it ſaid, 

| That Houſe doth frond upon its Head: 
And when the Head is ſet in Grond, 

Ne marl, if it be Jruitful fond. 


Froitful, the Head fruitful, that bodes Hors ; the Fruit 
of the Head is Horns Dear Neice, ſtay at home 
For by the Head of the Houſe is meant the Husband; 
the Prophecy needs no Explanation. 
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CCTV 

Well, but I can neither make you a Cuckdld, Uncle, 
by going abroad ; nor ſecure you from being one, » by 
ſtay ing at home. 

FOR E SIGHT. 

Yes, yes ; while there's one Woman left, the Prophecy 
is not in full Force, _ 
ANGELICA. | 

But my Inclinations are in Force; I have a Mind to 
go abroad; and if you won't lend me your Coach, Pll 
take a Hackney, or a Chair, and leave you to ereft a 
Scheme, and find who's in Conjunction with your Wife, 
Why don't you keep her at home, if you're Jealous of 
her when ſhe's abroad? You know my Aunt is a little 
Retrograde (as you call it) in her Nature, Uncle, I'm 
afraid you are not Lord of the Aſcendant, ha, ha, ha. 

FOREBSICHT. © 

Well, Jill flirt, you are very pert——and always ri- 

diculing that Celeſtial Science, _ 
ANGELIC A. 

Nay, Uncle, don't be angry If you are, PII reap 
up all your falſe Prophecies, ridiculous Dreams, and idle 
Divinations. Tl ſwear you are a Nuſance to the Neigh- 
bourhood —— What a Buſtle did you keep againſt the laſt 
inviſible Eclipſe, laying in Proviſion as 'twere for a Siege? 
What a world of Fire and Candle, Matches and Tinder- 
boxes did you purchaſe ! One would have thought we were 
ever after to live under Ground, or at leaſt making a Voy- 
age to Greenland, to inhabit e all che dark Seaſon. 

. 

Why, you malapert Slut 

ANGELICA. 

Will you lend me your Coach, or I'll go on—- Nay, 
I'll declare how you propheſy'd Popery was, coming, only 
* the Butler had miſlaid ſome of the Apoſile 
: Spoons, 


ri- 


1 


I 
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Spoons, and thought they were loſt. Away went Re- 
ligion and Spoonmeat together —— Indeed, Uncle, I'll 
indite you for a Wizard. 
FORESIGHT. 
How Huſly ! was there ever ſuch a provoking Minx ? 
NURSE. © 
0 merciful Father, how ſhe talks! 
ANGELIC 4. 
Yes, I can make Oath of your unlawful Midnight 
Practices; you and the old Nurſe there | 
NURSE. | 
Marry Heav'n defend——1 at Midnight practices 
O Lord, what's here to do?-----I in unlawful Doings 
with my Maſter's Worſhip—— Why, did you ever hear 
the like now Sir, did ever I do any thing of your 
Midnight Concerns but warm your Bed, and tuck you 
up, and ſet the Candle and your Tobacco-Box, and your - 
Urinal by you, and now and then rub the Soles of your 
Feet-----O Lord, I! 
4NGELI CA. | 
Yes, I ſaw you together, thro the Key-hole of the 
Cloſet, one Night, like Saul and the Witch of Endor, 
turning the Sieve and Sheers, and pricking your Thumbs, 
to write poor innocent Servants Names in Blood, about a 
little Nutmeg. Grater, which ſhe had forgot in the Cau- 
dle-Cup Nay I know ſomething work, if I 
would ſpeak of it 
FORESIGHT © 
I defy you, Huſſy; but I'll remember this, Pl be re- 
veng'd on you, Cockatrice ; I'll hamper you--- You have 
your Fortune in your own . Hands—but I'll find a way 
to make your Lover, your Prodigal n Gallant, 
Valentine, pay for all, I will. 


* 
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ANGELICA. 

Will you? I care not, but all ſhall out then — Look 
to't,, Nurſe; I can bring Witneſs that you have a great 
unnatoral Teat under your left Arm, and he another; 
and that you ſvekle a young Devil in the -Shape of a 
Tabby-Cat, by turns; I can. F 

NURSE. 

A Teat, a Teat, I an unnatural Teat! O the falle 
fanderous Thing; feel, feel here, if 1 have wy thing 
| but like another Chrittian, | | [ Crying. 

FORESTITGAT. 

I will have Patience, fince i it 15 the Will of the Stars I 
ſhould be thus tormented This is the Effect of the 
malicious Con junctions and Oppoſitions in the third Houſe 
of my Nativity ; there the Curſe of Kindred was foretold 
----Byt I will have my Doors lock'd op TI puniſh 
you; not a Man ſhall enter my Houſe, 

"ANGELICA. | 

Do Uncle, lock *em up quickly before my Aunt come 
home — You'll have a Letter for Alimony to-morrow 
Morning — But let me be gone firſt, and then let no 
Mankind come near the Houſe, but converſe with Spirits 
and the Celeftial Signs, the Bull, and the Ram, and the 
Goat. Bleſs me! there are a great many horn'd Beaſts 
among the twelve Signs, Uncle. But Cuckolds go to 
Hearn. 


FORESIGHT. 
But there's but one Virgin among the twelve Signs, 
Spit- fire, bot one Virgin. 
ANGELICA 
Nor there had not been that one, if ſhe had had to do 
with avy thing but Aſtrologers, Wacker That makes my 
Aunt go abroad. s | 


w FORT. 
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FORESIGHT. 

How? How ? Is that the Reaſon ? Come, you know ò 
ſomething ; tell me, and Pll forgive you; do gocd Neice | 
——— Come, you ſhall have my Coach and Horſes, —— 
Faith and troth you ſhall — Dees my Wife complam ? 
Come, I know Women tell one another— She is young 
and ſanguine, has a Wanton Hazle Eye, and was born 
under Gemini, which may incline her to Society; ſhe has 
a Mole upon her Lip, with a moiſt Palm, and an open 
Liberality on the Mount of Venus. 

| ANGELICA. 

Ha, ha, ha. 3 ; 
_. FORFFSITCNT. 

Do you laugh ?-----Well Gentlewoman, I'll — But 
come, be a good Girl, don't perplex your poor Uncle, 
tel me won' 1 (peak ? Odd, 111— 


RY: "1 © OY W. N Ne 


3 
[To ben SERVANT, 


S ERVANT. 
8 IR Sampſon is com ing down to wait upon nn 
ANGELIC A. : 


Good b'ꝰw'ye Uncle Call me a Chair —-Pl! find 


out my Aunt, and tell her ſhe muſt not come home. 
FORESIGHT. 

I'm ſo perplex'd and vex'd, I am not fit to receive 
him; I ſhall ſcarce recover myſelf before the Hour be 
— Go Nurſe, tell Sir Sanmpfon I'm ready to wait on 

im. 


0 


© 2 NURSE. 
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Ves, Sir. 
FORESIGHT. - +. 
Well.----Why, if I was born to be a Cuckold, there's 
no more to be ſaid—— he's here already, 
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een and Sir SAMPSON LEGEND 
| auith a Paper. 


Sr SAMPSON LEGEND. 
OR no more to be done, old Boy; that s plain 
© here 'tis, I have it in my Hand, Old Prolomee; Ill 
make the ungracious Prodigal know who begat him; 1 
will, old Nefrodamus. What, I warrant my Son thought 
nothing belong'd to a Father, but Forgiveneſs and Af- 
feftion ; no Authority, no Correction, no Arbitrary Power; 
nothing to be done, but for him to offend and me to par- 
don. I warrant you, if he danc'd till Doomſday, he thought 
J was to pay the Piper. Well, but here it is under Black 
and White, Signatum, Sigillatum, and Deliberatum; that 
as ſoon as my Son Benjamin is arriv'd, he is to make over 
to him his Right of Inheritance. Where's my Daughter 
that is to be — hah! old Merlin / Body ome, I'm ſo 
glad I'm reveng'd on this undutiful Rogue. p 
. FORESIGHT. | 
Odſo, let me ſee ; Let me ſee the Paper----Ay, faith 
and troth, here *tis, if it will but hold----I wiſh things 
were done, and the Conveyance made — When 


was this ſign'd, what Hour? Odſo, you ſhould have con- 


ſuited me for the Time. Well, but ws make haſte - 
| | | Sir 
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Sir SAMPSON. 
Haſte ; ay, ay, haſte enough; my Son Ben will be in 
Town to-night---I have order'd my. Lawyer to draw 
up Writings of Settlement and Jointure All ſhall 


be done to- night No matter for the Time; pr'ythee 


Brother Foreſigbi, leave Superſtition Pox o'th' 


time; there's no Time but the Time preſent, there's no 


more to be ſaid of what's paſt, and all that is to come 
will happen. If the Sun ſhine by Day, and the Stars by 
Night, why, we ſhall know one another's Faces without 
2 help of a Candle, and that's all the * Stars are good 
or | 
FORESIGHT. 

How, how, Sir Samp/on, that all? Give me leave to 
contradict you, and tell you, you are ignorant. 

| Sir SAMPSON. — 

I tell you I am wiſe ; and ſapiens dominabitur aftris ; 
there's Latin for you to prove it, and an Argument to 
confound your Ephemeris---1 gnorant-- I tell you, I have 
travell'd old Fircu, and know the Globe. I have ſeen 


the Antipodes, where the Sun riſes at Midnight, and ſets 


at Noon-Day. | 
1 F ORESIGHT. 
Bat I tell yon, I have travell'd, and travell'd in the 
Celeſtial Spheres, know the Signs and the Planets, and 
their Houſes, Can judge of Motions Direct and Retro- 


grade, of Sextiles, Quadrates, Trines and Oppofitions, Fiery 


Trigons and Aquatical Trigons. Know whether Life ſhall 
be long or ſhort, Happy or Unhappy, whether Diſeaſes 
are Curable or Incurable. If Journeys ſha'l be proſpe- 
rous, Undertakings ſucceſsful ; or Goods ſtol'n recover d, 


1 know---- | 


Sir S 4 MPS$SON. 
I know the Length of the Emperor of China's Foot ; 
have kiſs d the Great Magulis Slipper, and rid a Hunting 
C 3 upon 
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upon an Elephant with the Cham of Tartary,----Body 
' © me, I have made a Cuckold of a King, and the pre- 
ſent Majeſty of Bantam is the Iſſue of theſe Loins. 
| FORESIGHT. 
I know when Travellers lye or ſpeak Truth, when 
they don't know it themſelves. 
Sir SAMPSON. : | 
J have known an Aſtrologer made a Cuclcold in Se 
twinkling of a Star; and ſeen a Conjurer, that OE not 
keep the Devil out of his Wife's Circle. | 
a | FOREFSTGHT.. - | 
What, does he twit me with my Wiſe too ? I muſt be 
better inform'd of this,- --[ Afde ]---Do you mean my 
Wife, Sir Sampſon? Tho! you made a Cuckold of the 
King of -Bantam, yet by the Body of the Sun 
Sir SAMPSON. 
By the Horns of the Reno, you wou'd ay, Brother 
Capricorn. 


FOR E 8 7 GHT. 

Capricorn in your Teeth, thou Modern Maxdevil; Fer- 
dinand Mendez Pinto was but a Type of thee; thou Lyar 
of the firſt Magnitude. Take back your Paper of Inhe- 
ritance ; ſend your Son to Sea again. I'll wed my Daugh- 
ter to an Egyptian Mummy, ere ſhe ſhall [Incorporate with | 
a Contemner of Sciences, and a Defamer of Wee 5 

Sir 8 A MPSO VM | 

Body o'me, I have gone too far muſt not pro- 
voke honeſt Abumazur.---An Egyptian Mummy is an 
Illuſtrious Creature, my truſty Hieroglyphic ; and may 
have Significations of Futurity about him; Odsbud, I 
would my Son were an Egyptian Mummy for thy ſake. 
What, thou art not angry for a Jeſt, my Good Haly---I 
reverence the Sun, Moon and Stars with all my Heart. 
What, I'll make thee a Preſent of a Mummy: 


Now I — Bady o'me, 1 have a Shoulder of an 
Egyptian 


re- 
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Feyptian King, that I purloin'd from one of the Pyramids, 
powder'd with Hieroglyphics, thou ſhalt have it brought 


Home to thy Houſe, and make an Entertainment for all 


the Philomaths, and Students in Phyſic and W in 
and about London 
M 
But what do you know of my Wife, Sir Sampſou? 
Sir SA MPS ON. 

Thy Wife is a Conſtellation of Virtues ; ſhe's the Moon, 
and thou art the Man in the Moon; Nay, fhe is more il- 
luſtrious than the- Moon; for ſhe has her Chaſtity without 
her Inconſtancy : 'sbud I was but in Jeſt, 


SCENE VI. 


[D To them ] JEREMY. 
; ' » 
Sir SAMPSON. 
O W now, who ſent for you? Ha! What wou'd 
you have H . 
FORESIGHT. 

| Nay, if you were but in Jet——Who's that Fellow ? 
I dont like his Phyſiognomy. 

Sir SAMPSON. 

My Son, sir; ; what Son, Sir? My Son e hoh? 

7ER EMV. 

No, Sir, Mr. Valentine. my Maſter, tis the firſt 
time he has been abroad fince his — and be 
comes to pay his Duty to you. 

Sir SA MPS ON. 


Well, Sir. 


* 
E SCENE 
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n OVER 


ForrzsIcGnT, Sir SAMPSON, VALENTINE, JEREMY. | 


FEREMY. 


IS here, Sir. 
VALENTINE. 


Your Blefling, Sir. 

Sir SAMPSON. 

Youv'e had it already, Sir; I think I ſent it you to- 
day in a Bill of four thouſand Pound: A great deal of 
Mony, Brother Foreſgbt. | 

FORESIGHT. 

Ay indeed, Sir Samp/on, a great deal of Mony fora 

young Man; I wonder what he can do with it! 
*Sir SAMPSON. 

Body o'me, ſo do I. Hark * ye, Valentine, if 

there be too much, refund the Saperfiaity 5 doſt hear, 


Boy? 
| VALENTINE, 
Superfluity, Sir! it will ſcarce pay my Debts, — 
J hope you will have more Indulgence, than to oblige 
me to thoſe hard Conditions, which my Neceſſity ſign d 
to. 5 


Sir S AMPS ON. 
Sir, how, I beſeech you, what were you plear'd to 
intimate, concerning Indulgence ? 
 FALENTINE, 
Why, Sir, that you wou'd not go to the Extremity 
of the — but releaſe me at leaſt from ſome 


Part, — "2 > 
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8 Sir SA MPS ON. | 
Oh Sir, I underſtand you——that's all, ha ? 
VALENTINE. 1 | 

Yes, Sir, all that I preſume to ask. ——Bat what you, 
out of Fatherly Fondneſs, will be pleas'd to add, fhall 
be doubly welcome. 5 | 
| Sir S4MPSON. 

No Doubt of it, ſweet Sir, but your filial Piety and 
my fatherly Fondneſs wou'd fit like two Tallies. — 
Here's a Rogue, Brother Forefjght, makes a Bargain un- 
der Hand and Seal in the Morning, and would be releas'd 
from it in the Afternoon ; here's a Rogue, Dog, here's 
Conſcience and Honeſty ; this is your Wit now, this is 
the Morality of your Wits ! You are a Wit, and have 
been a Beau, and may be a—— —— Why Sirrah, is 
it not here under Hand and Seal Can you 
deny itt 


—  .FALENTINE., 

Sir, I don't deny —— | 

Sir SA MPS ON. 

Sirrah you'll be hang d; I ſhall live to ſee you go up 
Holborn- Hil ——Has he not a Rogue's Face ? — Speak, 
Brother, you underſtand Phyſiognomy, a hanging Look, 
to me— of all my Boys the moſt unlike me ; he has a 
damn'd Tyburn Face, without the Benefit o'th' Clergy. 

V7 ., FORESIGHT. | 

Hum——truly I don't care to diſeourage a young: 
Man— he has a violent Death in his Face ; but I hope 
no Danger of Hanging. 

FALENTINE. | 

Sir, is this Uſage for your Son? for that old 
Weather-headed Fool, I know how to laugh at him; 
but you, Sir — | | YOM 
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You, Sir; and you, Sir: — Why, who are you, Sir ? 
e FA. 
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_FALENTINS. 
Your Son, Sir. | 
Sir SAMPSON. 
That's more than 1 know, Sir; and I believe not. 
VALENTINE. 


Faith I hope not. 
Sir SAMPS ON. 


| What, wou'd you have your Mother a Whote? Did 
you ever hear the like! Did you ever hear the like! 
Body o me | 
VALEN 7 FEM; 

I would have gn Excuſe for your haben and un. 


natural Uſage. 
Sir S A MP&SO . 


Excuſe! Impudenee! Why Sirrah, may'nt I do what 


I | pleaſe ? Are not you my Slave? Did not I beget you? 
And might I not have choſen whether I would have be- 
got you or no? Oons who are you ! Whence came you? 
What brought you into the World? How came you here, 
Sir? Here, to ſtand here, upon thoſe two Legs, and look 
ere& with that audacious Face, hah ? Anſwer me that ? 
Did you come a Volunteer into the World!? Or did 1, 


with the lawful Authority of a Parent, preſs you to the 
Service ? 
FAL ENTIN E. 


I know no more why I came, than you do why you | 


call'd me. But here I am, and if you don't mean to 
provide for me, I defire you would leave me as you found 


me. 
Sip $4MPS$ ON. 


With all my Heart: Come, uncaſe, ſtrip, and go naked 


out of the World as you came into't. 
. 


My Cloaths are ſoon put off, — But you muſt lb 


divelt me of Reaſon, Thought, Paſſions, Inclinations, 
Affections, 
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Affections, Appetites, Senſes, and the huge Train of 
Augndagts that you begot along with me. | 
Sir SAM PS ON. 

Body o'me, what a many-headed Monſter have 1 pro- 


pagated ! 
VALENTINE. | 

I am of myſelf, a plain, eaſy, ſimple Creature; and to 
be kept at ſmall Expence ; but the Retinue that you gave 
me are craving and invincible; they are ſo many Devils 
that you have rais'd, and will have Employment. 

Sir $ AMPSON. 

: *Oons, what had. I to do to get 1 t a 
private Man be born without all theſe Followers ? 
Why nothing under an Emperor ſhould be born with 
Appetite, . Why at this rate a Fellow that has 
but a Groat in his Pocket, may have a Stomach capable 
of a Ten Shilling Ordinary. 

FEREMY.. 

'Nay, that's as clear as the Sun; JI! m_ Oath of it 
before any Juſtice in Middleſex. 

Sir SAMPSON. 

Here's a Cormorant t00,——"S'heart this Fellow was 
not born with you ? 1 did not beget him, did 


7 EREMY. 

By che Proviſion that's made for me, you mighe have 
begot me too: — Nay, and to tell your Worſhip another 
Truth, I believe you did, for I find I was born with 
thoſe ſame Whoreſon Appetites too that my Maſter ſpeaks 
of, 

Sir 8 1 1 PS ON. | 

Why look you there now, I'll maintain it, that 
by the Rule of right Reaſon, this Fellow ought to have 
been born without a Palate.---'S'heart, what ſhou'd he do 
with a difingaiſhing Taſte ? ——1I warrant now he'd ra- 

ther 
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ther eat a Pheaſant, than a Piece of poor Fohn ; and ſmell, 
now; why, I warrant he can ſmell, and loves Perfumes 
above a Stink, —— Why there's it ; and Mukic, don't you 
love Mufic, Scoundrel } 

| FEREMY. 

Yes, I have a reaſonable good Ear, Sir, as to Jigs 
and Country Dances ; and the like : I don't much matter 
your Solos or Sonatas, they give me the Spleen. 

Sir SAMPSON. 5 

The Spleen, ha, ha, ha, a Pox confound vou 
Solos or Sonata s? Oons whoſe Son are you? How were 
you engendered, Muckworm? 

FEREMY. | 

I am by my Father, the Son of a Chairman ; my Mo- 
ther ſold Oiſters in Winter, and Cucumbers in Summer; 
and I came up Stairs into the World ; for I was ada in 
« Cellar. | 

mW OR ESIGHT. 

By your Looks, you ſhould go up Stairs ont of the 
World too, Friend. * 
Sir SAMPSON. 

And if this Rogue were Anatomis'd now, and diflefted, 
he has Veſſels of Digeſtion and Connection, and ſo forth, 
large enough for the Inſide of a Cardinal, this Son of a 

Cucumber. Theſe Things are unaccountable and un- 
"reaſonable. — Body o'me, why was I not a Bear? that 
my Cubs might have liv'd upon ſucking their Paws ; Na- 
ture has been provident only to Bears and Spiders; the 
ene has its Nutriment in his own Hands ; and t'other 
fpins his Habitation out of his own Entrails. 
FALENTINE. 

Fortune was provident enough to ſupply alt the Ne- 
ceflities of my Nature; if I had my Right of Inheri- 
tance, | 


7 : 
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a Sir SA MPS ON 

Again! 'Oons han't you four thouſand Pound. —if I 
kad it again, I would not give thee a Groat — What, 
would'ſt thou have me turn Pelican, and feed thee out of 

my own Vitals? S'heart, live by your Wits, —— 
You were always fond of the Wits, ——Now let's ſee, 
if you have Wit enough to keep yourſelf ——Your Bro- 
ther will be in Town to-night or to-morrow Morning, 
and then look you perform Covenants, and fo your Friend 
and Servant. Come, Brother Fore/ighr. 
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SCENE VIII. 
VALENTINE, JEREMY. 


I 
I Told you what your Viſit wou'd come to. 
VALENTINE. 

Tis as much as 1 expected . I did not come to fee 
him: Icame to Angelica: But ſince ſhe was gone abroad, 
it was eaſily turn'd another Way; and at leaſt look'd well 
on my Side, What's here? Mrs. Forefight and Mrs, Fail! 
they are earneſt, Fl avoid *em,----Come this way, 
and go and inquire when Angelica will return. 


2 


SCENE 
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SCENE IX. 
Mrs. Forts 10 uf, and Mrs. F RAIL, 


Mrs. FRA I L. 


HAT lese pon to. d to wnch me! 'Slifs Vl de 


what I pleaſe. 
Mrs. FORESIG H 7. 


You will? 
Mrs. F RA IL. 
Yes marry will I'-—A great Piece of Buſineſs to go 
to Covent. Garden Stara i in a Hackney- Coach, and take 


a Turn with one's Friend. 
Mrs. FORESIGHT 


Nay, two or three Turns, III take my Oath, 
Mrs. F R A I Z. | 
Well, what if I took twenty——1 warrant if you had 
been there, it had been only innocent Recreation, —— 
Lord, where's the Comfort of this Life, if we can't have 


the affiner of converſing where we like ? 
Mrs. FORESIGHT. 


Bot can't you converſe at home ?— I own it, I think 
there's no Happineſs like converſing with an agreeable 
Man; Idon't quarrel at that, nor I don't think but your 
Converſation was very innocent : but the Place is pub- 
lic, and to be ſeen with a Man in a Hackney-Coach is 
ſcandalous : What if any Body elſe ſhou'd have ſeen you 
alite, as I did? How can any Body be happy, 
while they're in perpetual Fear of being ſeen and cenſur'd ? 
Befides, it would not only reflect upon you, Siſter, 
but me. | | = 

Mrs, 
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| Mrs. FR AT L. 
Poch, here's a Clutter—— Why ſhou'd it reflect upon 


you? I don't doubt but you have thought yourſelf 
happy in a Hackney- Coach before now.—-If I had gone 
to Knights-Bridge, or to Chelſea, or to Spring-Garden, or 
Barn-Elms with a Man alone——ſomething . ha ve 


been ſaid. 
Mrs. FORESIC H L. 
Why, was I ever in any of thoſe 3 mo = 
you mean, Siſter ? © 
Mrs. FRA 1 45 
Was I? What do you ůmean? e 
Mrs. FORESIGHT. 
Vou have been at a worſe Place. 
Mr. FRA II. 
I at a worſe Place, and with a Man! 
Mrs. FORESIGHT. 
I ſuppoſe you would not go alone to the World's End. 
Mrs. F RAT L, | 
The World's-End ! What de you mean to banter me? 
| Mrs. FORESIGHT. 
Poor Innocent! You don't know that there's a Place 
call'd the Yorld's-End? Pll (wear you can keep your Coun- 
tenance purely, you'd make an admirable Player, - 
Mrs. FRA II. 
I'll ſwear you have a great deal of Confidence, and in 
my Mind too much for the Stage. 
Mrs. FORZFSIGHT. 
Very well, that will appear who has moſt ; you never 


were at the Worlds. End ? 
Mrs. F RAIL. 


No. ; | | 
Mrs. FORESIGHT. 
You deny it poſitively to my Face? 


Mrs, 
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Mrs. FRA II. 
Your Face What's your Face? 
| Mrs. FORESIGHT. 

No matter for that, it's as good a Face as yours. 

| Mrs. F RATL. | 

Not by a Dozen Years wearing. ——But I 5 deny 
it i poſitively to your Face then. 

Mrs. FORESIGHT. 

Tl allow you now to find fault with my Face; for I'll 
ſwear your Impudence has put me out of Countenance:: 
hat look you here now, 
this Gold Bodkin — Oh Siſter, Siſter ! 

Mrs. F R A II. 

My Bodkin ! 

Mrs. FORESIGHT. 
Nay,” tis yours, look at it. | 
Mrs. FRAIL. 

Well, if you go to that, where did you find this Bod- 

kin ?——— Oh Siſter, Siſter !/——Siſter every way. 
Mrs. FORESIGHT. 

O Devil by that I could not diſcover her without be- 
tra in myiell. Aide. 
1 4 Mrs. FRA II. A. 

I have beard Gentlemen ſay, Siſter, that one ſhou'd take 


great Care, when one makes a Thruſt in Fencing, not to 


lie open ones ſelf. 
Mrs. FORESIGHT. 

It's very true, Siſter : Well, ſince all's out, and as you 
fay, ſince we are both wounded, let us do what is often 
done in Duels, take care of one another, and grow better 
Friends than before. 

T 

With all my Heart, ours are but flight fleſh Wounds, 

and if we keep 'em from Air, not at all dangerous : Well, 
give me your Hand in token of Siſterly Secrecy and Af- 
fection. N Ms. 


where did you loſe 


— lo ts. 3 


LO VE for Lo vx. 65 
5 Mrs. FORESIGHT. 

Here tis with all my Heart. 

| Mrs. FRATL. - | 

Well, as an Earneſt of Friendſhip and Confidence, P1I 
acquaint you with a Deſign that I have: To tell Truth, 
and ſpeak openly one to another; I'm afraid the World 
has obſery'd us more than we have obſerv'd one another. 
You have a rich Husband, and are provided for; I am at 
a Loſs, and have no great Stock either of Fortune or 
Reputation; and therefore mult look ſharply about me. 
Sir Sampſon has a Son that is expected to-night ; and by 
the Account I have heard of his Education, can be no 
Conjurer : The Eſtate you know is to be made over to 
him : Now if I cou'd wheedle him, Siſter, ha? 
You underſtand me ? TTY.” | 

FORESIGHT. 

I do; and will help you to the utmoſt of my Power 
And I can tell you one Thing that falls. out luckily 
enough; my-aukwaxd Daughter-in-law, who you know 
is defign'd to be his Wife, is grown fond of Mr. Tattle; 
now if we can improve that, and make her have an Aver- 
fon for the Booby, it may go a great way towards his 
liking you. Here they come together; and let us con- 
trive ſome Way or other to leave em together. | 


SCENE 
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. 
[To them] TATTLE and Miſs PR u k. 


| Miſs PRUE. 
Meder, „Mother, Mother, look you here. 
Mr. FORESIGHT. 
Fy, fy, Miſs, how you bawl—— Beſides, I have told 
you, you muſt not call me Mother. 


Miſs PR UE. 
What muſt I call you then ? are you not my Father's 
Wife? 
Mrs. FORESIGHT. MEE 


Madam; you muſt fay, Madam——— By my Soul, 1 
hall fancy myſelf old indeed, to have this great Girl call 
me Mother Wn; but n. wo are you ſo over- 


Joy'd at ? oy 


| Miſs PR U E. 

Look you here, Madam then, what Mr. Tatth has 
givin me Look you here Couſin, here's a Snuff- 
Box ; nay, there's Snuff in't here, wil you have any 
Oh good! How ſweet it is—— Mr. T attle is 
all over ſweet, his Peruke is ſweet, and his Gloves are 
ſweet, and his Handkerchief is ſweet, pure ſweet, 
ſweeter than Roſes Smell him Mother, Madam, I 
mean He gave me this Ring for a Kiſs. 
r. 


O fy Miſs, you muſt not kiſs and tell. 
Miſs PR U E. 
Yes; I may tell my Mother And he ſays he Il give 


me | ſomething to A me ſmell fo —_ Oh pray lend 
me 


ad 
ne 


her out of her Innocency. 
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me your Handkerehief Smell, Cauſin ; be fays, 
he'll give me ſomething that will make my Smgeks{mell 
this way——TIs not it pure? It's better than Laven- 


der mun I'm reſolv'd I won't let Nurſe put any more 
Lavender among my Smoeks ha, Coufin ? 
Mrs. FRAIL. dj 
Fy, Miſs; amongſt your Linen, you muſt ſay er—o—m 
You muſt never ſay Smock. 
. Miſs P RU E. 
Why, it is not Bawdy, is it, .Coulin ? 
FATDTLF. | 
Oh, Madam; you are too ſevere upon Miſs .; you muſt 
not find fault with her pretty Simplicity, it becomes her 
ſtrangely pretty Muſs, don't let em perſuade you out 


of your Innocency. 


Mis. FORESIGHT. 
I wiſh you don't perſuade 


| T4474 $. 
Who I, Madam, O Lord, how can your 1 
ſhip have ſuch a Thought. ſure vou on. t know 


Oh, demm you Toad 


-me ? 
Sx Mrs. FRA T L. a 
Ah Devil, l u Devil Hess as cloſe, Siler, as a 2 Con- 
feſſor le thinks we don't obſerre him. 


Mrs, FORESIGHT. 
A cunning Cur, how {Joop be cou'd find out a freſh 


harmleſs-Crecture 3 and lefi us, Siler, pelt. 


TUTTLE. 
Upon Reputation, 
Mrs. FORESIGHT. | 

They re all ſo, Siſter, theſe Men- they love te have 
the ſpoiling of a young thing, they are as fond of it, as 
of being firſt in the Faſhion, er of ſeeing a new Play the 
firſt 195 I warrant it would break Mr. Tatt/e's 

| Heart, 
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Heart, to think that any Body elſe ſhould he before · hand 


with him. 
| ON. . 
oh Lord, I ſwear I would not for the World 
Mrs. FRAIL. 


O hang you; who'll believe you? You'd be hang d 
before you'd confeſfs—— we know you ſhe's very 
pretty Lord, what pure Red and White ! ſhe 
looks ſo wholſom; — ne'er ſtir, I don't know, but I 


fancy if I were a Man 
Miſs PR U E. 


How you love to jeer one, Couſin. 
: Mrs. FORESIGHT. © 

Harke e, Siſter. by my Soul the Girl is ſpoil'd al- 
ready d'ye think ſhe'll ever endure a great lubberly 
Tarpawlin—Gad I warrant you ſhe won't let him come 
near her, after Mr. Tatt/e. 

Mrs. FRAII. 

O'my Soul, I'm afraid not- eh! filthy Creature, that 
ſmells all of Pitch and Tar ——Devil take you, yon con- 
founded Toad-———why did you ſee her, before ſhe Was 


married? 
Mrs. FORESIGHT. 
Nay, why did we let him my Hub will hang us 
—— He'll think we brought 'em acquain 1 
Mrs. FRAIL. 
Come, Faith let us be gone If my Brother Fore- 
fight ſhou'd find us with them, he'd think ſo, ſure 2 
Mrs. FORESIGHT. 
So he wou'd but then leaving em together i is as 
bad And he's ſuch a ſly Devil, he'll never miſs an 


Opportunity. ; 
eee en. 
I don't care; I won't be ſeen in't. 


Mrs, 


— c VY bs 
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. 
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Mrs. FORESIGHT. 1 

Well, if you ſhould, Mr. Tartle you'll have a World 


to anſwer for ; remember I waſh my Hands of it, I'm 
throughly Innocent, 


SCENE xl. 
TAT TI E, Ms PA Uf RK. 


Miſs PR UE. 


HAT makes em go away, Mr. Lab? What do 
chey mean, do you know ? 
TATI LA 
Yes, my Dear l think I can gueſs ————But hang 
me if I know the Reaſon of it. 
Miſs PR UE. 
Come, muſt not we go tooꝰ 
. 4 
No, no, they don't mean that. 
Miſs PR UE. 
No! What then ? What ſhall you and I do together ? 
TATTLE. 
I muſt make Love to you, pretty Miſs ; will you let 
me make Love to you ? 
| Miſs PR UE. 
ves, if you pleaſe. - 
T1477 TI. 5 
Frank, T'gad, at leaſt, What a Pox does Mrs. Fore- 
fight mean by this Civility ? Is it to make a Fool of me? 
or does ſhe leave us together out of good Morality, and 
do as ſhe would be done by----Gad I'll underſtand it'fo. 
[ fide. 
Miſs 
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Mis P RN U E. 
Well; and "Ol will yod make Love to me------Come, 
J long to have you begin muſt I make 881 too? 


You muſt tell me how. 
T A TTLE. 


You muſt let me ſpeak, Miſs ; youmult not ſpeak firſt; 


I muſt ask you Queſtions, and you muſt anſwer. 


Miſs PR UE. 
What, is it like the Catechiſm? Come then a me. 
. = 
D'ye think you can love me? 
Miſs P R U Z. 
. 
| T A 7 TB: 


Pooh, Pox, you muſt not ſay yes already; I . care 

a 1 for you then in a twinkling. 
Mis P R U E. 
What muſt I ſay tun?: 8 
„ YT LE | 

Why, you muſt ſay N o, or You believe not, or You 

can't — | | 
Miſs PR U E. 
"Wks muſt I tell : Lye then? 
TFT EE: = 

ves if you'd be well: bred. All well-bred Perſons Lye 
—= Befides, you are a Woman, you muſt never fpeak 
what you think: Your Words muſt contradiet your 
Thoughts; But your Actions may coritradit your Words. 
So, when I ask you, if you can love me, you muſt ſay 
no, but you muſt love me tov——lIf I tell you you 
are handſom, you muſt deny it, and ſay I flatter you— 
But yon muſt think yourſelf more charming than I ſpeak 
you: And like me, for the Beauty which I ſay you 
have, as much as if I had it myſelf If I ask you to 


kiſs me, you muſt be angry, but you muſt not refuſe 
me. 


Th 


e 


* 
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me. If I ask yon for more, you muſt be more an- 
gry, but more comply ing; and as ſoon as even I 
make you ſay you'll ery out, you an ſure to hold 
your Tongue. . 
Miss. PR VE 
O Lord, I ſwear this is pure. I like it bitter than 
our old-faſhion'd Country way of ſpeaking one's Mind 3 ; 
and muſt not you lye too? f 
r | 
Hum Ves But you muſt believe I ſpeak Truth. 
| Mis FN N | 
O Gemini! well, Ialways had a great Mind to tell Lyes 
——but they frighted me, and ſaid it was a Sin. 
TSP PLS. . 
Well, my pretty Creature; will you make me happy 
by giving me a Kiſs ? 
Miſs PN 
No, indeed; I'm angry at you. 


Runs and him. 
ö ern 8 is, 49 


Hold, hold, that's pretty well but you ſhould not 
have givengt me, but have ſufter'd me to have taken it. 


Miſs PR UE. 
Well, we'll do it a 
FUTTLE. 
With all my Heart Now then my little Fr 
Kies her. 
Miſs PR UE. 
Piſh. | | 
ie TATTLE. 
That's right, —— again my Charmer. ¶ Ki/ts again. 
Miis PR UE. 
O fy, nay, now I can't abide you. 
TATTLE. 
Admirable | That was as well as if you had been 2 
an 


— A 
m2 Lo VE fo Lo vx. 
and bred in Covent Garden.. And won't you ſhew me, 
= pony Miſs, where your Bed-Chamber is?  _ 
Miſs PR UE. 


No, indeed won't 1: but I'll run there, and hide . 
ſelf from you behind the Curtains. 


. 
Il follow you. 
Miſs PR Y E. 


Ah, but Iwill hold the Door with both Hands, and be 
angry; and . ſhall puſh me down before you come in. 
*TAETLE. 
No, I'll come in firſt, and puſh you down afterwards. 
Miſs PR UE. 
Will you? then TI be more angry, and more comply- 


Wl IP | TATTLE. 
Then I'll make you cry out. 

- Mis PR UE. | 
Oh but you ſhan't, for I'll hold my 10582. ; 

; TIT T&F. 
Oh my dear apt Scholar. 
Miſs PR U E. i 
Well, now I'll run and make more haſte than you. ; 

TATTLE. 


You ſhall not fly ſo faſt, as I'll purſue. 


End of the Second All. 
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r SCENE I. 


Nonsn e, 


NURS F. | 
DAE, Mis, Mis Prue ——Mercy on me, 
N * 1 Amen. 14 Abet 8 become 


ers: Miſs Miſs. I hear her—Come to 
yeur Father, Child, open the Door — Open the Door, 
Miſs- --I hear you cry buſht O Lord, who's there? 
[peeps.] What's here to do ?--:O the Father! a Man with 
her!---Why, Miſs I fay ; God's my Life, here's fine do- 
ings towards O Lord, we're all undone—--O you 
young Harlotry [ knocks. ] Od's my Life, won't you open 
the Door? I'Il come in the * way. 
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Mis P R U F. 
O Lord, ſhe's coming - and ſhe'll tell my Father; what 


_ ſhall I do now ? | 
; Var. IL 'D „ 


„ TATT 1K | 
Fox take her; if ſhe had ſtaid two Minutes longer, I 
ſhou'd have wiſh'd for her coming. 
Miſs PR U E. 
O Dear, what ſhall I ſay? Tell me, Mr, Tatth, tell 
me a Lye, 
I | 
There's no occaſion for a Lye; I cou'd never tell a Lye 


to no Purpoſe---But fince we have done nothing, we muſt 


fay nothing, I think. L hear her-----Pll leave you to- 
gether, and come off as you can. | 


17 brufts her in, and 22 the Dor. 
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CEL MS RE. 


TAT TIE, VALENTINE, SCANDAL, 
ANGELICA, : 


| ANGELICA. 
O VU can't accuſe me of Inconſtancy ; I never told 
you that I lov'd you. 
VALENTINE... 
But I can accuſe you of Uncertainty, for not telling me 
whether you did or not. 
n ANGELICA. | 
You miſtake Indifference for Uncertainty ; I never 
had Concern enough to ask myſelf the Queſtion. 
SCANDAL. 
Nor good Nature enough to anſwer him that did ask 
vou: III ſay that for you, Madam. 
ANGELICA. 
What, are you ſetting up for good Nature ? 
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SCANDAL. 
Only for the Affectation of it, as the Women do for ill 


Nature, 
ANGELICA. 
Perſuade your Friend, that it is all Affectation. 
SCANDAL. | 


I ſhall receive no Benefit from the Opinion : For I 
know no effectual Difference between continued AﬀeQation 
and Reality. 

TATTLE [coming up.] | 

Scandal, are you in private Diſcourſe, any thing of Se- 

crecy ? [ Afide to Scandal. 
SCANDAL. 
Yes, but I dare truſt you; we were i of Ange- 


lica s Love to Valentine; you won't ſpeak of it. 


SAMATLLE. 

2 no, not a Syllable------I know that's a Secret, for 
it's whiſper'd every where. | 

$ CANDAL. 
; Fa, ha, ha. 
A N GELI C4. 

What is, Mr. Tattle? I heard you ſay ſomething was 
** per d every where. 

SCANDAL. 
| Your Love of Valentine. 
ANGELICA. 

How ! 

„ 

No, Madam, his Love for your We 
take me, I beg your Pardon — for I never heard a Word 
of your e s Paſſion, till this Inſtant. 

ANGELICA. 

My Paſlion ! _ who told you of my Paſſion, pray 

Sir? 
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SCANDAL. ” 
Why, 1s the Devil i in you ? Did not I tell it you for a 


Secret ? 
1477 L E. 


Gadſo ; but I thought ſhe might have been truſted 1 


with her own Affairs. 
S CAN DAI. 
Is that your Diſcretion? truſt a Woman with her- 


ſelf? 
: TATTLE. : 
You ſay true, I beg your Pardon; Fil bring all off--- 
It was impoſlible, Madam, for me to imagine, that a Per- 
ſon of your Ladyſhip's Wit and Galantry, could have ſo 
long receiv'd the paſſionate Addreſſes of the accompliſh'd 
Valentine, and yet remain inſenſible; therefore you will 
pardon me, if from a juſt weight of his Merit, with your 
Ladyſhip's good Judgment, I form'd the Balance of a 
reciprocal Affection. 
VALENTINE. 
O the Devil, what damn'd Coftive Poet has given thee 
this Leſſon of Fuſtian to get by Rote? | 
ANGELICA. | 
I dare ſwear you wrong him, it is his own And 
Mr. Tatile only judges of the Succeſs of others from the 
Effects of his own Merit. For certainly Mr. Tatile was 
never deny'd any —_ in his Life. 
TJ AFTER. | 
O Lord! yes indeed, Madam, ſeveral times. 
ANGELICA, 
I ſwear J don't think, tis poſſible. | 
T1417 ER. 1 8 
Yes, I yow and fwear I baye: Lord, Madam, I'm the 
moſt unfortunate Man in the World, and the moſt yr 
us'd by the Ladies. | 


AN- 
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: ANGELICA. 
Nay, now you're ungrateful. 
| TAIT TLDS. + 
No, I hope not tis as much Ingratitude to own 


fome Favours, as to conceal others. 
VALENTINE, 
There, now it's out. 
V 

1 don't underſtand you now. I thought you had never 
ask'd any thing, but what a Lady might modeſtly grant, 
and you confeſs. 

SCANDAL, 

80 faith, your Buſineſs is done here: now you may go 
brag ſomewhere ele, | 
| J4TTL MF. | 
Brag! O Heav'ns ! Why, did I name any body ? | + 

„„ Na 

No; I ſuppoſe that is not in your Power; but you 

Wen if you cou d, no doubt on't. 1 
TATFLE: 

Not in my Power, Madam! What does your Lady- 

ſhip mean, that I have no Woman's Reputation in my 


Power ? 
| SCANDAL. | 
_ 'Oons, why you won't own it, will yon? [Ade 
: TATTLE. 7 oy 


Faith, Madam, you're in the right; no more I have, as 
I hope to be ſav'd; I never had it in my Power to ſay 
any thing to a Lady* s Prejudice in my Life For as [ 
was telling you, Madam, I have been the moſt unſucceſs- 
ful Creature living, in things of that Nature : and never, 
had the good Fortune to be truſted once with a Lady's 
Secret, not once. 


INGELICA. 
No. 
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FALENTINE. 
Not once, I dare anſwer for him. 
SCANDAL. 

And Pl anſwer for him; for I'm ſure if he had, he 
wou'd have told me ; I find, Madam, yen don't know | 
Mr. Tatth, 

TATTLE. | 

No indeed, Madam ; you don't know me at all, I find. 

For ſure my intimate Friends wou'd have known— 
ANGELICH: 
Then it ſeems you would have told, if you had been 


truſted. 
TATT EI. 

O Pox, Scandal, that was too far put—— Never have 
told Particulars, Madam. Perhaps I might have talk'd as 
of a third Perſon----or have introduc'd an Amour of my 
own, in Converſation, by Way of * But 1 never have 
explain'd Particulars. | 

ANGE L IC A. 

But whence comes the Reputation of Mr. Tattle's 8 Se⸗ 
Crecy, if he was never truſted ? 

S CAN DAI. 

Why, thence it ariſes The Thing is 8 
ſpoken; but may be apply d to him As if we ſhould 
ſay in general Terms, he only is ſecret who never was 
truſted ; a Satirical Proverb upon our Sex——There's 
another upon yours-----As ſhe is Chaſte, who was never 

ask d the Queſtion. That's all, : 
VALENTINE. n 

A couple of very civil Proverbs, truly : Tis hard to tell 
whether the Lady or Mr. Tate be the more oblig'd to 
you. For you found her Virtue upon the Backwardneſs 
of the Men; and his _— upon the Miſtruſt of the Wa- 
men, 


Zi 
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74771 f. 
© Gad,it's very true, Madam; I think we are oblig d to 
acquit ourſelves——-And for my n your La- 


ap 3 is to ſpeak firſt- 
ANGELIG A. 
Am I? Well, I freely confeſs I have reſiſted a great 


deal of Temptation. 
T T FR 


And i'gad, I have given ſome — that has not 
been refilled. 


| Good. | 
461104 | 
111 here, to declare to the Court, how fruit- 
leſs he has found his Endeavours, and to confeſs all his 


Solicitations and my Denials. 
VALENTINE. 


I am ready to plead, Not Guilty, for you ; and Gas 


for myſelf. 
SCANDAL. 
So, why this is fair, here's Demonſtration with a 


VALENTINE, 


Wi 


x „ | 3 
Well, my Witneſſes are not preſent-----. But I confeſs I 5 
have had Favours from Perſons But as the Favours 
are numberleſs, ſo the Perſons are nameleſs. 
SCANDAL. 
Pooh, this proves nothing. 
= . 

No? I can ſhew Letters, Lockets, Pictures and Rings; 
and if there be occaſion for Witneſſes, I can ſummon 
the Maids at the Chocolate-Houſes, all the Porters at Pall. 
Mall and Covent-Garden, the Door-keepers at the Play- 
Houſe, the Drawers at Locket's, Pontack's the Rummer, 


Spring-Garden, my own Landlady and Valet de Chambre 3 
D 4 all 
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all who ſhall make Oath, that I receive more Letters 
than the Secretary's Office; and that I have more Vizor- 
Masks to inquire for me, than ever went to ſee the Her- 
. maphrodite, or the naked Prince. And it is notorious, 
that in a Country Church, once, an Inquiry being made, 
who I was, it was e I was the famous Tattle, 
who had ruin'd ſo many Women. | 
 _FALENTINE. 

It was there, I ſuppoſe, you got the Nick name of the 

Great Turk, 
| „„ 3 
True; I was call'd Turk-Tattle all over the Pariſh— 
The next Sunday all the old Women kept their Daughters 
at home, and the Parſon had not half his Congregation. 
He would have brought me into the Spiritual Court, but I 
was reveng'd upon him, for he had a handſom Daughter 
whom ] initiated into the Science. But I repented it after- 
wards, for it was talk'd of in Town--------And a Lady of 
Quality that ſhall be nameleſs, in a raging Fit of Jealouſy, 
came down in her Coach and fix Horſes, and ex pos d her- 
ſelf upon my Acecbnt; Gad I was ſorry for it with all 
my Heart- You know whom I mean vou 
know where we raffl'd 
SCANDAL. 
Mum, Tattle. © | | 
"VALENTINE. 

*Sdeath, are you not aſham'd ? 

ANGELICA. 

O barbarous ! I never heard ſo inſolent a Piece of Va- 
nity——F y. Mr. Tattle— Fl ſwear I could not _ 
believ 'd it= is this your Secrecy ! | 

TATTEE. 

Gad ſo, the Heat of my Story carry'd me beyond my 

Diſcretion, as the Heat of the Lady's Paſſion hurry d her 


beyond her — 248: I — you don't know 
whom 
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whom I mean ; for there were a great many Ladies raffled 
Fox on't, nom could I bite off my Tongue. 
SCANDAL. 


No, don't; for then you'll tell us no more — Come, 
Til recommend a Song to you upon the Hint of my two 


Proverbs, and I ſee one inthe next Room that will fing it. 
[Joes to the Door. 


3 14 
For Heav'n's ſake, if you do gueſs, ſay nothing; Gad, 
Pm very unfortunate. 
SCANDAL. 
Pray fing the firſt Song in the laſt new Play. 


s ON G. 
Set by Mr. John Eccles. 


l L , : 
| A Nymph and a Swain to Apollo once pray d. 


Their Intent was to try if his Oracle knew 


Eer a Nymph that was Chaſte, or a Swain that was true. 


"lhe = 
Apollo was mute, and had like N have been pod, 
But ſagely at length he this Secret diſclas'd ; 

He alone won't betray in aubom none will confide ; 


And the Nymph may be Chaſte that has never been try'd. 
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The Swain had been jilted, the Nympth been betray d- ; 
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SCENE Iv. 


[7 s amr 6 ol; Mrs. Fx A 11, 1% Punk, 
and Serugnts. 


Sir SAMPSON. 
I S Ben come? Odſo, my Son Ben come? Odd, I'm glad 
on't: Where is he? I long to ſee him, Now, Mrs. Frail, 
you ſhall ſee my Son Ben—---Body o'me he's the Hopes 
of my Family----I han't ſeen him theſe three Years —- 
I warrant he's grown Call him in, bid him make haſte 
Pm ready to cry for Joy. 
Mrs. FR ATL. 
Now Mis you ſhall ſee your Husband. 
Miſs PRUE. 
Piſh, he ſhall be none of my Husband, [ {fide to Frail. 
Mrs. FRATL. 
Huſh : Well he ſhan't, leave that to me- III 
beckon Mr. Tatil to us. 
ANGELICA. 
Won't you ſtay and ſee your Brother? 
VALENTENE. 

Weare the Twin-Stars, and cannot ſhine in one Sphere; 
when he riſes J muſt ſet Beſides, if I ſhou'd ſtay, I 
don't know but my Father in good Nature may preſs me 
to the immediate ſigning the Deed of Conveyance of my 
Eſtate ; and I'll defer it as long as I — We, you'll 
come to a Reſolution. 

%% 
J can't. Reſolution muſt come to me, or I ſhall never 


have one. | 
. | SCA N- 
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SCANDAL. 
Come, Valentine, PII go with you; I've ſomething i in 
my Head to communicate to you. 


ANGELICA, Sir SAMPSON, Tarris, Mrs. Faar wo 


Miſs PrUE. 


sir SAMPSON. 


W HAT, is my Son Valentine gone! What, is he 
ſneak'd off, and would not ſee his Brother? There's 
an unnatural Whelp ? There's an ill· natur d Dog ! What, 
were you here too, Madam, and could not keep him ! 
Cou'd neither Love, nor Duty, nor natural Affection oblige 
him ? Odsbud, Madam, have no more to ſay to him ; he 
is not worth your Conſideration. The Rogue has not a 

Drachm of generous Love about him : All Intereft, all In- 
tereſt ; he s an undone Scoundrel, and courts your Eſtate: 
Body o'me, he does not care a Doit for your Perſon. 

ANGELICA. 

Tm pretty even with him, Sir Samp/on ; for if ever I 
cou'd have lik'd any thing in him, it ſhou'd have been 
his Eſtate too: But ſince that's gone, the Bait's off, and 
the naked Hook appears. 

Sir SAMPSON. 

Odsbud, well ſpoken ; and you are a wiſer Woman than 
I thought you were: For moſt young Women now-a-days 
are to be tempted with a naked Hook.. 

ANGELICA. 
If I marry, Sir Samp/on, I'm for a good Eſtate with 


any Man, and for any Man with a good Eſtate: There- 
fore 
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fore if I were obliged to make a Choice, I declare I'd ra- 

ther nave you than your Son. _. | 
Sir SAMPSON. 

Faith and Troth you're a wiſe Woman, and I'm glad 
to hear you ſay ſo ; I was afraid you were in Love with 
the Reprobate ; Odd, was ſorry for you with all my 
Heart: Hang him, Mongrel i caft him off; you ſhall ſee 
the Rogue ſhew himſelf, and make Love to ſome de- 
ſponding Cadua of fourſcore for Suſtenance. Odd, I love 
to ſee a young Spendthrift forc'd to cling to an old Wo- 
man for Support, like Ivy round a dead Oak : Faith I do; 

I love to ſee em hug and cotten together, like Down up- 
on a Thiftle, | 


SCENE, VI. 
f ben Bu LzGE N o, . 


BEN. 


Hias 
SERVANT. 


here, Sir; his Back's towards you. 
Sir S AMPS ON. 
My Son Pen! Bleſs thee, my dear 20 ; * o me, 


thou art heartily welcome. 
B E N. 


Thank you, Father, and I'm glad to fee you. 
Sir SAMPSON. | 
% Odsbud, and I'm glad to ſee thee :. Kiſs me Boy, big 


me again and again, dear Ben. , Kies kim. 
| : B E N. 
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B E N. 
$, fo, enough, Father—— Meſs, I'd rather kiſs theſe 


Gentlewomen. 
| Sir SAMPSON. . 
And ſo thou ſhalt— Mrs. Angelica, my Son Ben. 
2 8; BY. 
Forſooth if you pleaſe——[ Salutes her.] Nay Miftreſs, 
I'm not for dropping Anchor here ; about Ship i 'aith-— 
4 Ns Frail. ] Nay, and you too, my little Cock-Boat— 


6 | Kiſſes Miſs. 
| . ; WT 
Sir, you're welcome a-ſhore. 

B E V. 


Thank you, thank you, Friend. 
Sir SAMPSON. 


Thou haſt been many a weary League, Ben, n 1 
ſaw thee. 
BEN. 


Fy, ey, been! Been far enough, and that be all—Well 
Father, and how do all at home? How does Brother 
Dick, and Brother Val? 

Sir SAMPSON. | 

Dick! body o'me, Dick has been dead theſe two Years 3 

I writ you Word, when you were at Leghorn. 
N. | 

Meſs, that's true: Marry I had forgot. Dic#'s dead, 
as you ſay——---Well, and how? I have a many Que- 
ſions to asx you; well, you ben't marry'd again, r 
be you? 

| Sir S 4 M P SON. 

No, I intend you ſhall marry, Ben; I would not mar- 
ry for thy ſake. | 
| 8 E N. 

Nay, what does that ſignify an you marry again 
TOP then, I'll go to Sea again, fo there's one for 
| tether, 


—̃¶ ö —— 
'$ . 


tremely. 
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t'other, an that be all 
Hindrance, e en marry a God's Name an 


e Wind fit 


that Way. As for my Part, may-hap I ban Mind to 


marry. 
FRAIL. 
That wou'd be pity, ſuch a handſom young Gentle- 


8 | BEN. 
Handſom ! he, he, he, nay Forſooth, an you be 5 
Joking, P11 Joke with you, for I love my Jeſt, an the 


Ship were ſinking, as we ſayn at Sea. But I'll tell you 


why I don't much ſtand towards Matrimony. TI love to 
roam about from Port to Port, and from Land to Land : 
I could never abide to be Port- bound, as we call it: Now 


a Man that is marry'd, has as it were, d' ye ſee, his Feet 


in the Bilboes, and may-hap mayn't get em out again 


When he wou'd. 


Sir SA4AMPSO N. 
Ben's a Wag. 
B E N. 


A Man that is marry'd, d'ye ſee, is no more like ano- 
ther Man, than a Gally-Slave is like one of us free Sailors, 
he is chain'd to an Oar all his Life ; and may-hap forc'd 
to tug a leaky Veſlel into the Bargain. 

Sir SAMPSON. 

A very Wag, Ben's a very Wag; only a little rough, 

he wants a little poliſhing. 
Mr. FRATL. 

Not at all; I like his Humour mightily, i it's plain and 

honeſt. I ſhou'd like ſuch a Humour in a Husband ex- 


BEN. 

Say'n you ſo Forſooth ? Marry and I ſhou'd like ſuch a 
handiom Gentlewoman for a Bed-Fellow hugely ; how 
ſay you, Miſtreſs, wou d * like going to Sea ? Meſs, 

| you're 


Pray don't let me be your 


i we 


rw 


by fo 


W 
M 


high Wind, or that Lady 
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you're a tight Veſſel, and well rigg'd, an you were but 


as well mann' d. 
Mr 8. F R A T7 y i 
I ſhou'd not doubt that, if you were Maſter of me, 
B E M. 


But I'll tell you one thing, an you an to Sea in a 
You mayn't carry ſo 


much Sail o'your Head- Top and Top- galant, by 
the Meſs. 
Mrs. F RA Tl. 
No, why ſo ? | | 
B E N. 


Why an youdo, you may run the risk td be over · ſet: 
And then you'll carry your Keels above Water, he, he, 
he. 

ANGELICA | 

I ſwear, Mr. Benjamin is the verieſt Wag in Nature; 
an abſolute Sea-Wit. | 
Sir SAMPSON. 

Nay, Ben has Parts, but as I told you before, they 
want a little Poliſhing : : You muſt not take any thing ill, 


IN. 

No, J hope the Gentlewoman is not angry; I mean 
all in good Part: For if I give a Jeft, Pll take a Jeſt: 
And fo Forſooth, you may be as free with me. 

ANGELIC4. 

I TINY you, Sir, I am not at all offended ;---But me- 
thinks, Sir Sampſon, you ſhou'd leave him alone with 
his Miſtreſs. Mr. Tattle, we muſt not hinder Lovers. 

TATTLE. 
Well, Miſs, I have your Promiſe. LAlde to Miſs, 
| Sir SAMPSON. | 
Body o' me, Madam, you ſay true: Look you, 
Ben; this is your Miſtreſs, ——Come Miſs, you muſt 
not be ſhame-fac'd, we'll leave you together. * 
5 
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I can't abide to be left alone, may'nt my Coulin ſlay 


with me? 
Sir SAMPS 0 NM. 
as no. Come, let's away. 
B E N. 
Look you, Father, may-hap the young Woman may'nt 
take a liking to me. 
Sir S1 MPS ON. 
I warrant thee Boy 3 come, come, we'll be gone ; Tu 
venture that. 
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SCENE VII. 
B * n and Miſs PA u x. 


B E N. 
C Miſtreſs, will you pleaſe to fit "TIER ? For an 
you ſtand a ſtern a that'n, we ſhall never grapple to- 
gether, — Come, I'll haule a Chair: there, an you 
pleaſe to fit, I'll fit by you. 
Miſs PRUE. 


You need not fit ſo near one. If you have any thing 


to ſay, I can hear you farther off, I an't deaf. 
BEN. 

Why that's true, as you ſay, nor J an t . I can 
be heard as far as another, — [I'll heave off, to pleaſe 
you. [Sits farther of] An we were a League aſunder, I'd 
undertake to hold Diſcourſe with you, an twere not a 
main bigh Wind indeed, and full in my Teeth. Look 
| you Forſooth, I am as it were bound for the Land of 
Matrimony ; tis a Voyage, d'ye ſee, that was none of 

| e | my 


2 
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my ſecking, I was commanded by Father, and if you 
like of it, mayhap I may ſteer into your Harbour, How 
ſay you, Miſtreſs ? The ſhort of the thing is, that if you 
like me, and I like you, we may chance to ſwing in a 
Hammock together. 

Miſs PR UE. 

I don't know what to ſay to you, nor I don' t care to 
ſpeak with you at all. 

B E N. 

No? I'm ſorry for that. — But pray why are you 
ſo ſcornfu] ? 

Miſs PR VE. 

As long as one muſt-not ſpeak one's « Mind, one had : 
better not ſpeak at all, I think, and w_ 1 won't tell a 
Lye for the Matter. 

B E V. 

Nay, you ſay true in that, it's but a Folly to ye: 
For to ſpeak one thing, and to think juſt the contrary 
Way, is as it were, to look one Way, and to row another. 
Now, for my part d'ye fee, I'm for carrying Things 
above Board, 'm not for keeping any thing under 
Hatches,---ſo that if you ben't as willing as I, ſay ſo a 
God's Name, there's no Harm done: May-hap you may 
be ſhame-fac'd, ſome Maidens tho'f they love a Man 
well enough, yet they don't care to tell'n ſo to's Face : 
If that's the Caſe, why Silence gives Conſent. 

Miſs PR UE. 

But I'm ſure it is not ſo, for I'll ſpeak ſooner than you 
ſhould believe that; and I'll ſpeak Troth, tho” one ſhould. 
always tella Lye to a Man; and I don't care, let my 
Father do what he will, I'm too big to be whipt ; ſo I'll 
tell you plainly, I don't like you, nor love you at all, nor 
never will, that's more : So, there's your Anſwer for you ; 
and maya t trouble me no more, you ugly Thing. 


BE N. 
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B E N. 

Look you, young Woman, you may learn to TY 
good Words however. I ſpoke you fair, d'ye ſee, and 
civil As for your Love, or your Liking, I don't ya. 
lue it of a Rope's End----And mayhap I like you as 
little as you do me----What I ſaid was in Obedience to 
Father; Gad I fear a Whipping no more than you do, 
But I tell you one thing, if you ſhou'd give ſuch Lan- 
guage at Sea, you'd have a Cat o'Nine Tails laid croſs 
your Shoulders. Fleſh ! who are you? You heard t'other 
handſom young Woman ſpeak civilly to me, of her 
own Accord: Whatever you think of yourſelf, Gad ! 
don't think you are any more to compare to her, than 
a Can of ſmall Beer to a Bowl of Punch. 

Miſs PR U E. 

Well, and there's a handſom Gentleman, and a * 
| Gentleman, and a {weet Gentleman, that was here, that 
loves me, and I love him; and if he ſees you ſpeak to 
me any more, he'll thraſh your Jacket for you, he will, 
you great Sea-Calf. 

B E N. 

What, do you mean that fair- Weather Spark that was 
here juſt now ? Will he thraſh my Jacket ?---Let'n--- 
let'n---But an he comes near me, mayhap I may giv'n 
a ſalt Eel for's Supper, for all that. What does Father 
mean, to leave me alone, as ſoon I come home, with 
ſuch a dirty Dowdy.---Sea-Calf ? I an't Calf enough to 
lick your chalk'd Face, you Cheeſe-Curd you.---Marry 
thee! Oons I'll marry a Lapland Witch as ſoon, and live 
upon ſelling contrary Winds, and wreck'd Veſſels. 

Miſs PR UE. 


J won't be call'd Names, nor I won't be abus'd thus, 


ſo I won't.---If I were a Man Cries. you durſt 
not talk at this rate No you durſt not, you ſtinking 


Tar- Barrel. 
SCENE 


at 
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[To them] Mrs, FoR ESI and Mrs, FRAIL, 


Mrs. FORES TE RT 
T HEY have quarrell'd, juſt as we cou'd wiſh. 
B E N. 

Tar-Barrel ? Let your Sweet- Heart there call me ſo, 
if he'll take your Part, your Tom ESence, and I'll ſay 
ſomething to him; Gad I'll lace his Musk-Doublet for 
him, I'll make him ſtink, he ſhall ſmell more like a 
Weaſel than a Civet-Cat, afore I ha' done with 'en. 

Mrs. FORESJIGHT. | | 

Bleſs me ! what's the Matter, Miſs ? What, does ſhe 

Cry — w——r, Benjamin, what have you done to 


her? 
B E N. 
Let her cry: The more ſhe cries, the leſs ſhe*ll-— ſhe 
has been gathering foul Weather in her Mouth, and now 
it rains out at her Eyes. 
| oe 
Come, Miſs, come along with me, and tell me, poor 


Child. +4 
Mrs. FRA II. 
Lord, what ſhall we do? there's my Brother Foreſgbt, 
and Sir Sampſon coming. Siſter, do you take Miſs down 
into the Parlour, and I'll carry Mr. Benjamin into my 
Chamber, for they muſt not know that they are fall'n 


out. — Come, Sir, will you venture yourſelf with me? 
| [ Looking kindly on him. 


BEN. 


= Love fa Love. 
BEN, 


e ? Meſs, and that I will, tho! 'twere to Sex i in 
a Storm. | 


8 N e 


S C E N E IX. 


Sir SAMPSON and FORESIGHT. 


Sir SAMPSON. 
1 Left em together here; what, are they gone ? Bert 
a brick Boy: He has got her into a Corner. Father's 
own Son, faith, he'll touzle her, and mouzle her: The 
Rogue's ſharp ſet, coming from Sea; if he ſhould not 
ftay for ſaying Grace, old Forefght, but fall to without 
the Help of a Parſon, ha? Odd if he ſhou'd I cou'd not 
be angry with him; *twou'd be but like me, A Chip 
the old Block, Ha ! thou'rt melancholic, old Prognoſti- 
cation; as melancholic as if thou hadſt ſpilt the Salt, or 
par'd thy Nails on a Sunday : Come, cheer up, look 
about thee: Look up, old Star-Gazer. Now 5 
he poring upon the Ground for a crooked Pin, or an 

old Horſe-nail, with the Head towards him. 
FORESIGHT. 


Sir Sampſon, we'll have the Wedding to-morrow Mon. 


ing. 
Sir SAMPSON. 
With all my Heart. 
FORESIGHT. 
At ten o'Clock, punQually at ten, 
N Sir &A MPS ON. 
To a Minute, to a Second; thou ſhalt ſet thy Watch, 


and the Bridegroom ſhall obſerve its Motions ; they ſhall 
| | be 


Or- 


* 
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be marry d to a Minute, go to bed to a Minute; and 
when the Alarm ſtrikes, they ſhall keep Time like the 
Figures of St. Dunſan s Clock, and Conſummatum eft 
ſhall ring all over the Pariſh, | 
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[7 them I SCAND AL 


SCANDAL. 
IR Sampſon, ſad News. 
 FORESIG HT, 

Bleſs 7 

Sir SAMPSON. 
Wh Ys what's the Matter ? 
SCANDAL. 

Can't you gueſs at what ought to afflict you and him, 

and all of us, more than any thing elſe? 
Sr SAMPSON. 

Body o'me, I don't know any Univerſal Grievance, 
but a new Tax, or the Loſs of the Canary Fleet. Un- 
leſs Popery ſhould be landed in the Ve, or the French 
Fleet were at Anchor at Blackwall. 

SCANDAL. 
No. Undoubtedly, Mr. Foreſight knew all this, and 
might have prevented it, 
FORESIGHT. 
'Tis no Earthquake! 
SCANDAL. 

No, not yet; nor Whirlwind. Put we don t know 

what it may come to. 


But 


* 


* 
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But it has had 2 Conſequence already that touches us 
Sir S AMPS ON. | 
Why, body o'me, out with it. 
| SCANDAL, © 

Something has appear'd to your Son Yalentine---He', 
gone to Bed upon't, and very ill---He ſpeaks little, yet 
he ſays he has a World to ſay. Asks for his Father and 
the wiſe Fore/ight ; talks of Raymond Lully, and the Ghoſt 
of Lilly. He has Secrets to impart, I ſuppoſe, to you 
two. I can get nothing out of him but Sighs. He de- 
fires'he may ſee you in the Morning, but would not be 
diſturb'd to Night, becauſe he has ſome Buſineſs to do 
in a Dream. 8 , 

* Sir SAMPSON. 

Hoity toity, what have I to do with his Dreams, or 
his Divination——Body o'me, this is a Trick to defer 
Signing the Conveyance. I warrant the Devil will tell 
him in a Dream, that he muſt not part with his Eſtate. 
But PIl bring him a Parſon to tell him that the De- 
vil's a Lyar— Or, if that won't do, I'll bring a Lawyer 

that ſhall out-lye the Devil. And ſo I'll try whether my 
Black-Guard, or his, ſhall get the better of the Day. 


ia 8 2 mY, N 8 
\ mage wa 372 A 7 
s x K ; 
S oF: 
N C4 =” 4\ A 
GE Ents — 9 * 1 
- — As 3 Tf F 
C WI. 4 * = 


—_—— FJ 


89 »4$ -A 


Love for Loves. 95 


8 Us 


IS 2 { (C Y 2 


15 SCENE Xl. 


yet 7 

and SCANDAL, FORESIGHT. 

hoſt 77 | 5 

you 8 

de- S CAN DAI. 

t be LAS, Mr. Forefight, Pm afraid all is not right 
do You oo a Wiſe Man, and a Conſcientious Man ; a 


Searcher into Obſcurity and Futurity ; and if you com- 
mit an Error, it is with a great deal of . 
or and Diſcretion, and Caution 


efer FORESIGHT. 
tell Ah, good Mr. Scandal —— 
ite, SCANDAL. 


De- Nay, nay, tis manifeſt ; I do not flatter you But 
yer Sir Sampſon is haſty, very haſty ; — I'm afraid he is not 
my ſcrupulous enough. Mr. Forefght---He has been wicked, 
and Heav'n grant he may mean well in his Affair with 
you — But my Mind gives me, theſe things cannot be 
wholly inſignificant. You are wiſe, and ſhou'd not be 
over- reach'd, methinks you ſhowd not — 
| FORESTG@HT. 
Alas, Mr. Scandal, — Humanum eft errare. 
SCANDAL. 
| You fay true, Man will err; meer Man will err---but 
you are ſomething more—There have been wiſe Men ; 
but they were ſuch as you——Men who conſulted the 
Stars, and were Obſervers of Omens- Solomon was wile, 
| but how ? by his Judgment in Aſtrology So ſays | 
E WF Pineda in his Third Book and Eighth Chapter 


FORE- 
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Men are inclin'd 


96 Love for Lo vx. 


FORESIGHT... 


'You are learned, Mr. Scandal... 
5 SCANDAL. 


A Trifler----but a Lover of Art---And the Wiſe Men 


of the Zaſt ow'd their Inſtruction to a Star, which is 
rightly obſerv'd by Gregory the Great in Favour of Aſtro- 
logy : And Albertus Magnus makes it the moſt valuable 
Science, Becauſe, ſays he, it teaches us to conſider the 
Cauſation of Cauſes, in the Cauſes of things. 
FORESIGHT. 

I proteſt I honour. you, Mr. Scanda/———I di d not 

think you had been read in theſe Matters—Few young 


 $CANDA & | 

I thank my Stars that have inclined me— But I fear 
this Marriage and making over this Eſtate, this transferring 
of a rightful Inheritance, will bring Judgments upon us. I 
propheſy it, and I wou'd not have the Fate of Caſſandra, 
not to be believ'd. Valentine is diſturb'd, what can be the 
Cauſe of that? and Sir Sampſon is hurry'd on by an 
unuſual Violence---I fear he does not act wholly from 
himſelf ; methinks he does not look as he uſed to do. 

. FORESIGHT. 
He was always of an impetuous Nature——But as to 


this Marriage 1 have conſulted the Stars; and all Ap: 


— are proſperous 
SCANDAL. 


Come, come, Mr. Fore/ight, let not the Prof pect of 
worldly Lucre carry you beyond your Judgment, nor 
againſt your Conſcience— You are not ſati: fied, that you 


act juſtly. 


"ns FORESIGHT. 
W: 


SCA XN 
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SEANDAL. 
You are not ſatisfy d, I ſay —1 am loth to diſco 
you—Bat 3 it is palpable that you are not ſatisfy d. 
FORESIGHT. 
How does it pear, Mr. Scandal? I think I am very. 


well ati | 
SCAN DA 8 A 
Either you ſuffer yourſelf | to deceive yourſelf; or you 
do not know yourſelf, _ 
FORESIGHT. 
Pray explain yourſelf. 
SCANDAL. 
Do you ſleep well o'nights? | 2 
FORESTGHT. * 
Very well. a | 
Are you certain? You do not look fo, 
FORESIGHT. 
Iamin Health, I think. 
SCANDAL. 
So was Valentine this Morning; and look'd juſt ſo, 
| FORESIGHT. 
How ! Am I alter'd any way? I don't perceive it. 
| SCANDAL. 
That may be, but your Beard is longer than it was two 
Hours ago. 2 
P = 
* bleſs me. 
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Lo'Vs jo Lov. 


SCENE AU. 


IL To them ] Mrs. ForEs1G u r. 


Mrs. FORESIGHT. 
JH band, will you go to Bed? It's ten o' Clock. Mr. 


Scandal, your Servant. 
SCANDAL. 

Pox on her, ſhe has interrupted my Deſigu but I 
muſt work her into the Project. vou keep early 
Hours, Madam. 

Mrs. FORESIGHT. 
Mr. Foreſgbi is punctual; we fit up after him. 
FORESIGHT. 


glaſs. 
SCANDAL. 

Pray lend it him, Madam-— I'll tell you the Reaſon 
[ She gives him the Glaſs : Scandal and ſhe whiſper.] My 
Paſſion for you is grown ſo violent 
longer Maſter of myſelf I was interrupted i in the 
Morning, when you had Charity enough to give me 
your Attention, and I had Hopes of finding another Op- 
portunity of explaining myſelf to you but was diſ- 
appointed all this Day ; and the Uneaſineſs that has at- 
tended me ever ſince, brings me now hither at this unſea- 


ſonable Hour. 


Mrs, 
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My Dear, pray lend me your Glaſs, your little Looking- 


that Tam no 


F 


rs, 


Loves for Love. 99 


Mrs. FORESJGHT. 
Was there ever ſuch Impudence, to make Love to me 
before my Husband's Face? I'll ſwear Pl tell him 
SCANDAL. 
Do, I'll die a Martyr, rather than diſclaim my Paſſion, 
But come a little farther this way, and I'll tell you what 


Project I had to get him out of the way; that I might 


have an Opportunity of waiting upon you. [Whiſper, 
[ Foreſight /ooking in the Glaſs 
| FORESIGHT. | 

I do not ſee any Revolution here ; Methinks I 
look with a ſerene and benign Aſpe&t— pale, a little 
pale but the Roſes of theſe Cheeks have been ga- 
ther'd many Years ; ha ! I do not like that ſudden 
Fluſhing Gone already hem, hem, hem! 
faintiſn. My Heart is pretty good; yet it beats; and my 
Pulſes, ha! =I have none Mercy on me 
hum Ves, here they are — Gallop, gallop, gallop, 
gallop, gallop, gallop, hey ! Whither will they hurry 


me ? Now they're gone again And now I'm 
faint again; and pale again, and hem! and my hem !— 
breath, hem!. grows ſhort; hem! hem! he, he, 
hem ! 


SCANDAL, 
It takes, purſue it in the Name of Love and Plea- 


ſure. 


| Mrs. FORESIGHT. 
How do you do, Mr. Fore/ight ? 
„ FORESIGHT. 

Hum, not ſo well as I thought I was. Lend me your 
Hand. | 
| SCANDAL. : 

Look you there now ——Your Lady fays, your Sleep 
has been unquiet of late. | 
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FORESIGHT. 
Very likely. 
70 ” Mis, FORESIGHT. . 
© mighty reſtleſs, but J was afraid to tell him om 
He has been ſubje& to Talking and Starting. 
FE TI.ANDEAE-.: 
And did not uſe to be'ſo ? 
Mrs. FORESIGHT... 
Never, never, till within theſe three Nights; I cannot 
ſay, that he has once broken my Reſt, fince y we have 5 


marry'd. 
FORESIGH T 
J will go to Bed. 
4 S CHNDY 4 
Do ſo, Mr. Forefight, and ſay your Pray'rs— - He looks 


better than he did. 


2 FORESIGHT. 


Nurſe, Nurſe ! 
FORESIGHT. 
Do you think ſo, Mr. Scandal? 
S CAN DAI. 
Ves, yes, 1 hope this will be gone by Morning, take it 
in time 


FORESIGHT. 
I hope ſo, | 
6352 


8 C E N E 
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e 


N XIII. 
To them NRs B.] 


Mrs. FORESIGHT. 


NL your Maſter is not well; put him to 
Be | N 
041. 

1 Thin you will be able to ſee Valentine in the Morn- 
ing ——--you had beſt take a little Diacodion and Cow- 
flip Water, and lie upon your Back ; TW be ant ep 
dream. | : 

$8 FORESIGHT. 

T thank you, Mr. Scandal, I will Nurſe, let 

me have a Watch-Light, and lay the Crums of Comfort 


n 
| NURSE. 


T0. ot. 
FORESIGHT. 
And hem, hem ! I am very fain t. 
| SCANDAL. 
No, no, you look much better. 
-FORESTGCHTY. 

Do I? And d'ye hear------bring me, let me ſeg — 
within a Quarter of Twelve hem —— —he, hem 
—————jaſt upon the turning of the Tide, bring me the 
Urinal ; And I hope, neither the Lord of my Aſcen- 


dant, nor the Moon will be combuſt; and then I may do 
well, | 
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SCANDAL. 
I hope ſo— Leave that to me; I will erect a Scheme; 
and I hope I ſhall find both So/ and Venus in the fixth 
Houſe. 
FORESIGHT. 
I thank you, Mr. Scandal; indeed that wou'd be a 
Comfort to me, Hem, hem! good Night. 


SCENE XIV. 


Se AN DAL, Mrs, FoRESIGHT: 


SCANDAL. 


68 O OD Night, good Mr. Fore/ght ;z>—and I hope 


Mars and Venus will be in Conjun&ion ;z——while 
your Wife and I are together. 
Mrs. FORESIGHT. 
Well; and what uſe do you hope to make of this 
Project? You don't think, that you are ever like to ſuc- 
ceed in your Deſign upon me? 
SCANDAL. 
Yes, Faith I do; I have a better Opinion both of you 
and myſelf, than to deſpair. . 
| Mrs. FORESIGHT. 
Did you ever hear ſuch a Toad ———hark'ce Devil; 
do you think any Woman honeſt? 
| SCANDAL. _ 

Yes, ſeveral, very honeſt ;——they'll cheat a little at 
Cards, ſometimes, but that's nothing. i 
Mrs. FORESIGHT. 

Pfhaw ! but virtuous, I mean? 


S CAN. 


3 
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Ves, Faith, I believe ſome Women are virtuous too; 
but tis as I believe ſome Men are Valiant, thro' Fear 
For why ſhou'd a Man court Danger, or a Woman ſhun 
Pleaſure? 

Mrs. FORESIGHT. 
E monſtrous ! What are Conſcience and Honour? 
| 8 C ANDA B. 

Why, Honour is a public Enemy; and Conſcience a 
Domeſtic Thief, and he that wou'd ſecure his Pleaſure, 
maſt pay a Tribute to one, and go halves with tYother, 
As for Honoar, that you have ſecur'd, for you have pur- 
chas'd a perpetual Opportunity for Pleaſure, 

Mrs. FORESIGHS, 

An Opportunity for Pleaſure ? 

SCANDAL, 

Ay, your Husband, a Husband is an Opportunity for 
Pleaſure, ſo you have taken care of Honour, and tis the 
leaſt I can do to take care of Conſcience. 

Mrs. FORESIGHT. 

And ſo you think we are free for one another? 

4C4LADEL 

Yes Faith, I think fo ; I love to ſpeak my Mind. 

Mrs. FORESIGHT. 

Why then I'll ſpeak my Mind. Now as to this Affair 
between you and me. Here you make Love tome ; why, 
I'll confeſs it does not diſpleaſe me, Your Perſon is well 
enough, and your Underſtanding is not amis, 

SCANDAL. 

I have no great Opinion of myſelf; but I think, I'm 

neither deform'd, nor a Fool. 
Mrs. FORESIGHT. 
But you have a villanous Character; you are a Liber- 


tine in Speech, as well as Practice. 
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| S CANDAE. hk 
Come, I know what you wou'd fay,---------you think it 
more dangerous to be ſeen in Converſation with me, than 
to allow ſome other Men the laſt Favour: you miſtake; 
the Liberty I take in talking, is purely affected, for the 
Service of your Sex. He that firſt cries out ſtop Thief is 
often he that has ſtol'n the Treaſure. I am a Jugler, that 
act by Confederacy; and if you pleaſe, we'll put a Trick 


Mrs. FORESIGHT. 
Ay; but you are ſuch an univerſal Jugler, that I'm 
afraid you have a great many Confederates, 
SS CA1NDAHL. 
Faith, I'm ſound. 
Mrs. FORESIG HT. 


DO, fy———Pll ſwear you're impudent. 


SCANDAL.” 


I'll ſwear you're handſom. 


Mrs. FORESIGHT. 
Piſh, you'd tell me ſo, tho you did not think ſo. | 
SCANDAL. 
And you'd think fo, tho” I ſhould not tell you fo: : And 
now I think we know one another pretty well. | 
Mrs. FO RESTGHT. 
O Lord, who' $ Were > , 


SCENE 


8 CE N E XV. 
[ To them ] Mrs. FR A IL and BE x. 


| B E N. 
M E SS, I love to ſpeak my Mind — Father has no 
thing to do with me Nay, I can't ſay that 
neither ; he has ſomething to do with me. But what 
does that ſignify ? If fo be, that I ben't minded to be 
ſteer d by him; tis as tho't he ſhould ſtrive againſt Wind 
and Tide. 


| Mrs. FRAIL. 

Ay, but my Dear, we muſt keep it ſecret, till the 
Eſtate be ſettled; for you know, marrying without an 
Eftate, is like failing in a Ship without Ballaſt, 

B E N. 

He, he, he; why that's true; juſt ſo wa the World 

it is indeed, as like as two Cable Ropes. 
Mrs. FRA II. 

And tho' I have a good Portion; you know one wou'd 
not venture all in one Bottom. 
| 5 

Why that's true again; for mayhap one Bottom may 


ſpring a Leak. You have hit it indeed, Meſs you've 
nick'd the Channel. 


Mrs. FRATL. 
Well, but if you ſhou'd forſake me after all, you'd 
break my Heart. | 
1B EN. 
Break your Heart? I'd rather the Mary-Go/d Moc 
break her Cable in a Storm, as well as I love her. Fleſh, 
| E 5 you 
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you don't think Pm falſe-hearted, like a Land-man. A 
Sailor will be honeſt, tho'f may-hap he has never a 
Penny of Mony in his Pocket —May-hap I may not 
have ſo fair a Face, as a Citizen or a Courtier ; but for 
all that, I've as good Blood in my Vets, and a Heart as 
ſound as a Bisket. 
Mrs. F RA I Z. 
And will you love me always? 
| B E N. 
Nay, an I love once, Pll ftick like Pitch; U 125 you 
that. Come, Il ſing you a Song of a Sailor. | 
Mrs. FRA I I. ä 
Hold, there's my Siſter, I'll call her to hear it. 
Mrs. FORESIGHT. 
Well; I won't go to Bed to my Husband to night; 
becauſe Ill retire to my own Chamber, and think of what 


you have ſaid. 
SCAND 4 + th 
Well; you'll give me leave to wait upon you to your 
Chamber-Door ; and leave you my laſt Inſtruions ? 
3 Mrs. FORESIGHT. 
Hold, here's my Siſter coming towards us. 
Mrs. FRA II. 
If it won t interrupt you, I'll entertain you with a 


Song. 
3 E N. 

The Song was made upon one of our Ship's-Crew's 
Wiſe; our Boatſwain made the Song, may-hap you may 
know her, Sir. Before ſhe marry'd, ſhe was call'd Buxom 
Joan of Depifara. 

SCANDAL. | 

TI have heard ef her, [Ben 7 a 

| 5 | 


BALLAD. 


2 
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BALLAD. 
Set by Mr. Jahn Eccles: 


* 
Soldier, and a Sailer, 
A Tinker, and a Tailor, 
Had once a doubtful Strife, Sir, 
To make a Maid a Wife, Sir, 
Whoſe Name auas Buxom Joan, 
For now the time was ended, 
When he no more intended 
To lick her Lips at Men, Sir, 
And gnaw the Sheets in vain, Sir, 
And lies Nights alone. 


II. 

The Soldier fewore like Thunder, 

He lov'd her more than Plunder; 

And ſhew'd her many a Scar, Sir, 

That he had brought from far, Sir, 

With fighting for her Sake. 

The Tailor thought to pleaſe her, 

With off ring ber his Meaſure, 

The Tinker too with Mettle, 

Said he could mend her Kettle, 
And ſtop up ev'ry Leak. 


III. Put 


HM. | 
But awhile theſe three avere prating, 
Ns Saibr Nilh waiting, 
Thought if it came aboat, Sir, 
That they ſhould all fall out, Sir : | 
He then might play his Part. 
And juſt e en as he meant, Sir, 
To Loggerheads they auent, Sir, 
And then he let fly at her, 
4 Shot tabiæxt Wind and Water, 
That won this fair Maid”s Heart. 


| BEN. 

If ſome of our Crew that came to ſee me, are not gone; 
you ſhall ſee, that we Sailors can dance ſometimes, as well 
as other Folks. [ Mhiſiles.] I warrant that _ em, an 
they be within hearing. 

Enter Seamen. 
Oh here they be And Fiddles along with 'em ; 


_ come, my Lads, ler s have a Round, and I'll make one. 
Dance. 


B E N. 

We re merry Folks, we Sailors, we han't much to care 
for. Thus we live at Sea; eat Bisket, and drink Flip; 
put on a clean Shirt once a Quarter Come home, 
and lie with our Landladies once a Vear, get rid of a little 
Money and then put off with che next fair * How 


'ye like us? | 
| Mrs: F R 4 4 Z. 
O, you are the happieſt, merrieſt Men alive. 
Mrs. FORESIGHT. 
We're beholden to Mr. * for this Entertain- 


ment. 
I believe it's late. 


B EN. 


A, BY" kewl 
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„ 

Why, forſooth, an you think fo, you had beſt go to 
Bed. For my Part, I mean to toſs a Can, and remem- 
ber my Sweet-Heart, afore I turn; in; may-hap I max 


dream of her. 

Mrs. FORESIGHT, 9 
Mr. Scandal, you had beſt go to Bed and dream too. 
SCANDAL. - 
Why Faith, I have a good lively Imagination » and 
can dream as much to the Purpoſe as another, if I ſet 
about it: But dreaming is the poor Retreat of a lazy, 
hopeleſs, and imperfect Lover; tis the laſt Glimpſe of 
Love to worn-out Sinners, and the faint dawning of a 
Bliſs to wiſhing Girls, and growing Boys. 


a 


There's maple but 5 aualing „ 
Male 150 the THY Maid and Fin wa Man. 


1 
F 


3 


End of the Third A. 
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A C 2 IV. 8 C E N E I. 
VatenTine" Lodging. 


Sto vir and JIER Eur. 


SCANDAL. 


BEZEL L, is your Maſter ready; does he look 
a Wo 150 and talk madly ? 
: FEREMY. 


D of that; he that was ſo near turning Poet 
Yeſterday Morning, can't be much to ſeek in playing 


the Madman t0-CRF. | 
SCANDAL. 


Would he have Angelica acquainted with the Reaſon 


of his Delign ? 
FEREMY. 


No, Sir, not yet: He has a mind to try, whether 
his playing the Madman, won't make her play the Fool, 
and fall in Love with him; or at leaſt own, that ſhe has 
loy'd him all this while, and conceal'd it. 
SEXNDAL.” 
I ſaw her take Coach juſt now with her Maid; and 
think I heard her bid the Coachman drive hither. 
FEREMY. 
Like enough, Sir; for J told her Maid this Morning, 
my Maſter was run ſtark mad only for Love of her mo 
treſs, 


Yes, Sir; you need make no great doubt 


al 


ind 


vg, 


lif- 
els, 


Love for LOVE. III 
ireſs. I hear a Coach flop; if it ſhould be ſhe, Sir, I 
believe he would not ſee her, *till he hears how ſhe takes 


SC 4 NDAL. 
Well, I'll try her tis ſhe, here ſhe comes. 


it. 


Ss W ůãwiü N x .. 
[To them] Ax ELISA with JENNY. 


| ANGELICA. 3 
R. Scandal, I ſuppoſe you don't think it a Novelty, 
to ſee a Woman viſit a Man at his own * 
in a Morning ? 
SCANDAL. 

Not upon a kind Occaſion, Madam. But when a Lady 
comes tyrannically to inſult a ruin'd Lover, and make 
manifeſt the cruel Triumphs of her Beauty; the Barba. 
rity of it ſomething ſurpriſes me. 

ANGELICA. 

I don't like Raillery from a ſerious 8 

tell me what is the Matter? | 
 - FR EMT. 

No ftrange Matter, Madam ; my Maſter's mad, that's 

all: I ſuppoſe your Ladyſhip has thought him ſo a great 


while. 
| ANGELICA. 
How dye mean, mad ? 
—— SMET. - 


Why faith, Madam, he's mad for want of his Wits, 
juſt as he was poor for want of Mony; his Head is een 
as light as his Pockets ; and any Body that has a Mind 

| TIE "0 


rn wilova. 


to a bad Bargain, can't do better than to beg him for 


his Eſtate. 
ANGELICA. 


IF" you ſpeak Truth, your endearouring at Wit is 


very unſeaſonable—— 
SCANDAL. 


She's concern'd, and loves him. | [ Hide. 


ANGELICA. 
Mr. Scandal, you can't think me guilty of ſo much 
Inhumanity, as not to be concern'd for a Man I mutt 
own myſelf oblig'd to ea card tell me the 


Truth. 
SCAN D . 
Faith, Madam, I wiſh telling a Lye would mend the 
Matter. But this is no new Effect of an unſucceſsful 
Paſſion. 


ANGELICA [Aſde.] 
I know not what to think 
vext to have a Trick put upon me May I not fee 


him ? 
SCAHADAL, -: -* 
I'm afraid the Phyfician i is not willing you ſhou'd ſee 
Feremy, go in and enquire. 


him yet 
ORE! SAPARD GL 
VN REL ? Ly | SEA 8 (G) 2 3 


s c E N E Hh 
SCANDAL, Au BL 1 CA, Heer 
ANGELICA. 3 


; H A! I faw him wink and ſmile---I fancy 'tis a Trick 
- _--- Fll try I would diſguiſe to all the World a 


FANS | which I muſt own to vou fear my Hap- 
_ 


Yet I ſhou'd be 


AY food Wh ans war won 


hea © yo 


ck 


E 


p- 
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pineſs depends upon the Recovery of Valentine. . There- 
fore I conjure you, as you are his Friend, and as you 
have Compaſſion upon one fearful of Affliction, to tell 
me what I am to hope for I cannot ſpeak 
But you may tell me, for you oy wu 1 l 
ask. a 


FE SCN DEL. 

So this is pretty plain ——Be not too much concerned, 
Madam; I hope his Condition is not deſperate: An Ac- 
know!edgment of Love from you, perhaps, may work | 
a Cure; as the Fear of your Averſion occaſion'd his 
Diſtemper. - 
ANGELICA [Afde.] | 

Say you ſo? nay then I'm convinc'd : And if I don't 
play Trick for Trick, may I never taſte the Pleaſure of 
Revenge . Acknowledgment of Love! I find you 
have miltaken my Compaſſion, and think me guilty of a 


| Weakneſs I am a Stranger to. But I have too much Sin- 


cerity to deceive you, and too much Charity to ſuffer him 
to be deluded with vain Hopes. Good-Nature-and Hu- 
manity oblige me to be concern'd for him; but to love is 
neither in my Power nor Inclination; and if he can't be 
cur'd without I ſack the Poiſon from his Wounds, Fm 
afraid he won t recover his Senſes till I loſe mine. 
SCANDAL. 
Hey, brave Woman, I' faith —— Won't you * him 
then, if he deſire it? 
ANGELICA © 
What ſignify a Madman's Deſires ! Beſides, "twon'd 
make me uneaſy If I don't ſee him, perhaps my 
Concern® for him may leſſen If I forget him, *tis no 
more than he has done by himſelf; and now the Sur- 
priſe is over, 2 J am not half ſo ſorry as 1 


nnn 
80 4 
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SCANDAL. | 
ba. faith Good-nature works apace; you were con: 
feſling juſt now an Obligation to his Love, 
ANGELICA. 

But I have confider'd that Paſſions are unreaſonable and 
involuntary ; if he loves, he can't help it; and if I don't 
love, I can't help it; no more than he can help his be- 
ing a Man, or I my being a Woman; or no more than 
F can help my. want o Inclination to 1% longer here. 


Come, "wx 


C 


SCANDAL, JEREMY. 


SCA * D AT. 
UMH?———An admirable * Faith, 
this ſame Womankind. 
FERE MIL 
What, is ſhe gone, Sir ? | 
SCANDAL. 
Gone! why ſhe was never here, nor any where elſe ; 
nor I don't know her if 1 ſee her; nor you neither. 
E 
Good lack ! What's the Matter now ? Are any more 


of us to be mad ! Why, Sir, my Maſter longs to ſee her; 


and is almoſt mad in good earneſt, with SEA News 
of her being here. 
| SCA N D P29 


We are all under a Miſtake. Ask no Queſtions, he 
I can't reſolve you; but PII inform your Maſter. In 


the mean time, if our Proje& ſucceed no better with his 
Father, 


W Www TS *' 


Lo vE for Loves. IIs 
Father, than it does with his Miſtreſs ; he may deſcend 
from his Exaltation of Madneſs into the Road of common 


©. Senſe, and be content only to be made a Fool with other 


reaſonable People. I hear Sir Sampfin, Te know your 
Cue; I'll to your Maſter. 


R * — E 


SEN 


Jexzmy, Sir Saur son LEGEND, s 4 
LAWYER. 


» 


Sir SAMPS ON. 


DY*® ſee, Mr. Buckram, Here's the W fign's with 


his own Hand. 
BUCKRAM. 


Good, Sir. And the Conveyance is ready drawn i in 


this Box, if he be ready to fign and ſeal. 
Sir SAMPSON. 
Ready Body o'me, he muſt be ready. His Sham-Sick- 


neſs ſhan't excuſe him——0O, here's his Scoundrel. Sir 


rah, where's your Maſter ? 
FEREMY. 
Ah, Sir, he's quite-gone. 
| Sir SAMPSON, 
Gone What, he is not dead? 
= rt 
No, Sir, not dead. 
sir SAMPSO V. 
What, is he gone out of Town, run away, ha! 2 
he trick d me ? ſpeak, Varlet. 


F K. 


Lovz for Love. 
EREMY. 


No, no, Sir, he's ſafe enough, Sir, an he were but 
as ſound, poor Gentleman. 


not here, 1 
Sir SAMPSON. 
Hey: -day, Raſcal, do you banter me ? Sirrah, "A ban- 
i . Sirrah, where is he, for I will find 
im. 
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FEREMY. % 
Would you could, Sir ; for he has loſt bimſolf. Indeed, 


refrain Tears when I think of him, Sir: I'm as melan- 
choly for him as a Fang Bel, Sir; or a Horſe in a 


Pound. 
Sir SAMPSO- * 8 

A pox confound your Similitudes, 8 ak to 
be underſtood, and tell me in plain Terms what the Mat- 
ter i is with him, or TIl crack your Fool's Skull. 

FEREMY. 

Ah; you've hit it, Sir; that's the Matter 1 . 

Six; his Skull's crack'd, poor Gentleman ; he's ſtark 


mad, Sir, 
N Sir SAMPSON. 
_ = BUCKRAM. os 
What Non Compos? © 
G 77 ur. 

Quite Non Conigir; Vick. |... 

BUCKRAM. 

Why then all's obliterated, Sir Sampſon, if * be Non 
Compos mentis, his Act and Deed will be of no Effect, 
it is not good in Law. 

-# Sir SAMPSON. 
4%. 2 Oons, I won't believe it; let me ſee him, Sir 
TI make him find his Senſes. . 


Sir, I have almoſt broke my Heart about him can't 


He is indeed here, Sir, and | | 


w 


yoke him. 
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n 7 
Mr. Scandal is with him, Sir; TIl knock at the Door, 
| | [Goes to the Scene, which opens. 


Po 
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SCENE VI. 


Sir 8a MPSON, VALENTINE, SCANDAL, JEREMY, 
and Lawyer (Valentine 2hon a Couch diſorderly dręſi d.) 


Sir $' MPS OM: $ 4.5% 
O W now, what's here to do | 
VALENTINE. | . 
Ha]! Who's that ? | ([ startiag. 
| 2SCANDAL. | . 


For Heav'n's ſake ſoftiy, Sir, and gently; dowt' pro- 


DX. | VALENTINE, 

Anſwer me; who is that? and that? 

- Sir S Y ON. 

Gads bobs, does he not know me? Is he miſchievous? 
I'll ſpeak gently Val, Val, doſt thou not know me, 
Boy? Not know thy own Father, Val]! I am thy own. 
Father, and this is honeſt Brief Buckram the Lawyer. 

: ou - af 8 

It may be ſo, I did not know yu... 
the World is full There are People that we do know, 
and People that we do not know ; and yet the Sun ſhines 
upon all alike ——— There are Fathers that have many 
Children ; and there are Children that have many Fa- 


thers——'tis ſtrange ! But I am Truth, and come to give 
che World the Lye. 


Sir 


118 Love for Lovz. 
Sir SAMPSON. 
Body o me, I know not what to ſay to him. 


„ FALENTINE. 
Why does that Lawyer wear black ?- Does he carry 


his Conſcience withoutfide ?——Lawyer, what art * | 


Doſt thou know me? 
BUCKRAM 
O Lord, what muſt I ſay Ves, Sir. 
AL NN 


Thou lyeſt, for L am Truth. *Tis hard I cannot get 


a Livelihood amongſt you. I have been ſworn out of Veſ. 

minſter- Hall the firſt Day of every Term Let me ſee 
No matter how long But 1'l1 tell you one Thing; 
it's a Queſtion that would puzzle an Arithmetician, if 


you ſhould ask him, whether the Bible ſaves more Souls 


in Meſtminſter- Abby, or damns more in Weſtminſter-Hall : 


For my part, I am Truth, and can't tell; I * ou 


few Acquaintance, | 
ar SAMPSON. 


Body o'me, he talks e in his — | 


he no Intervals ? | 

7E R E M * 

Very ſhort, Sir. 
+ 8 WES R A M. 

Sir, Ican do you no Service while he's in this Con- 
dition: Here's your Paper, Sir——He may do me a 
Miſchief if I ſtay— The Conveyance is ready, 8 Sir: If 
he TECOQVET his Senſes, | : 


SCENE 


of 


no 
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SCENE VII. 


. Sc JANA ur. 


. SAMPSON. 

| FF 9-D, hold, don't you go yet. 
SCANDAL. 

You'd better let him go, Sir ; and ſend for him, if 


= there be Occaſion ; for I fancy his Preſence oro him 


more. 
7 4 LENTINE. 
Ils the Lawyer gone? Tis well, then we may drink 
about without going together by the Ears——heigh ho ! 


What o'Clock ist? My Father here! Your Bleſſing, Sir ? 


Sir SAMPSON. 

He ä thee, Va How doſt thou do, 

Boy? R 3 
7 4 LENT I N Z. 
Thank you, Sir, pretty well have been a little out 
of Order; 3 won't you pleaſe to fit, Sir? 
Sir SAMPSON. 
Ay, Boy, Come, thou ſhalt fit down by me. 
„ Mi. 
Sir, tis my Duty to wait. | 
Sir S4MPSON. 

No, no, come, come, fit thee down, honeſt Val. How 
doſt thou do? let me feel thy Pulſe —— Oh, pretty well 
now, Val. Body o'me, I was ſorry to ſee thee indiſpoſed: 
But Pm glad thou art better, honeſt Val. 

VALENTINE, 

I hank you, Sir, 

SCAN. 
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SCANDAL. 


Miracle! The Monſter grows loving. | LA. 


Sir SAMPSON. 


Let me feel thy Hand again, Val. It does not ſhake— 


I believe thou can'ſt write, Val: Ha, Boy! thou canſt 
write thy Name, Val? —- Jeremy, ſtep and overtake Mr, 
Buctram, bid him make haſte back with the Conveyance 

----quick.---= * * zo Jeremy. 


N 0 DD 
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8s C E N E VIII. 


Str 8 AMP s O u, VALENTINE, SCANDAL, L. 


SCANDAL. 
* H AT ever I ſhould ſuſpe& ſuch a Halde of any 
Remorſe ! 4 Aae. 

Sir SAMPSON. | 
Doft thou know this Paper, Val ? I know thou' rt 


honeſt, and wilt perform Articles. 
[Shewvs him the Paper, but holds it out of his Reach, 


VALENTINE. 


Pray let me ſee it, Sir. You hold it ſo far off, that I 


can't tell whether I know it or no. 
Sir M - 
See it, Boy? Ay, Ay, why thou doſt ſee it 
*tis thy own Hand, Yall. Why, let me fee, I can read 
it as plain as can be: Look you here | Reads] The Con- 


dition of this Obligation 
be, ſo it begins And then at the Bottom —— 4s 


witneſs my Hand, VALENTINE LEGEND, in 


great Letters. Why, tis as plain as the Noſe in one's 
Face: 


Look you, as plain as can 


V. 
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Face: What, are my Eyes better than thine ? I believe 
I can read it farther off yet ——let me ſee. 
[Stretches his Arm as far as he can. 
| 7 ALENTINE. 
Will you pleaſe to let me hold it, Sir ? 
CCC 
Let thee hold it, ſay'ſt thou — Ay, with all my 
Heart What Matter is it who holds it? What need 
any Body hold it? — LI put it up in my Pocket, Val. 
and then no body need hold it. [Puts the Paper in his 
Pocket. | There, Val. it's ſafe enough, Boy ——— But 
thou ſhalt. have it as ſoon as thou haſt m thy * to 
another 1 little 


1 
* 
- 
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12 the) IAE ur avith BUCKRAM, 


4 L ENTINE. 
WI AT, is my bad Genius here again! Oh no, tis 
the Lawyer with an itching Palm; and he's come 
to be ſcratch'd My Nails are not long enough 
Let me have a pair of Red hot Tongs, quickly, quickly, 
and you ſhall ſee me act St. Dunſtan, and lead the Devil 
by the Noſe. - 

8 &© C k R A M. 
O Lord, let me be gone; I'll not venture myſelf with 

a Madman. 


Vol. II. F SCENE: 


-STENE Xx. 
Sir SAMPSON, VALENTINE, SCANDAL, JEREMY. 


VALENTINE. | 
A, ha, ha; you need not run fo faſt, Honeſty will 
not overtake you—— Ha, ha, ha, the Rogue found 
me out to be in Forma Pawperis preſently. 
Sr 84 MPS O NM. 
-* Oons! what a Vexation is here! I know not 8 to 
do, or ſay, nor which Way to go. 
VAL 2 * TIN Z. 
Who's chat, that's out of his Way? — I am Truth, 


and can ſet him right—Harkee, Friend, the ſtraight Road 


is the worſt Way you can go—— He that follows his 
Noſe always, will very often be led into a Stink. - Pro- 
batum ft. But what are you for? Religion or Politics ? 
There's a couple of Topics for you, no more like one 
another than Oil and Vinegar ; and yet thoſe two beaten 
together by a State-Cook, make Sauce for the whole 
Nation. 

| Sir S I MPS O NM 

What the Devil had 1 to do, ever to beget Sons ? 
Why did I ever marry ? _ | 

VALENTINES: . 

Becauſe thou wert a Monſter ; old Boy: The two 
greateſt Monſters in the World, are a Man and a Wo- 
man: What's thy Opinion? 

Sir SAMPSON. 

Why, my Opinion is, that thoſe two Monſters join'd 
1 make yet a greater, that's a Man and his 
Wite, 


VA. 
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VALENTINE. : 
A ha! Old True penny, ſay'ſt thou fo ? thou haſt 
nick'd i. But it's wonderful ſtrange, Teeny. 
FEREMY. 


What is, Sir ? 
| VALENTINY?. 
That gray Hairs ſhould cover a green Head and 
I make a Fool of my Father. What's here? Erra Pater: 
Or a bearded wah ? If Prophecy comes Truth muſt give 


place. 


376 TN Ex 


Sir SAMPSON, SCANDAL, FORESIGHT, Mes. Fox E- 
SIGH T, Mrs. Fs 411. 


FORES 16 HT. 
H AT ſays he? What, did he propheſy ? fa, 
Sir Sampſon, bleſs us! How are we ? 
Sir S4 MPS ON. 

Are we? A Pox o'your Prognoſtication— Why, we 
are Fools as we us'd to be Oons, that you cou'd not 
foreſee, that the Moon wou'd predominate, and my Son 
be mad —— Where's your Oppoſitions, your Trines, and 
your Quadrats ?——— What did your Cardan and your 
Ptolome tell you? Your Meſſabalab and your Longomonta- 
vas, your Harmony of Chiromancy with Aſtrology. Ah! 
pox on't, that I that know the World, and Men and Man- 
ners, that don't believe a Syllable in the Sky and Stars, 
and Sun and Almanacs, and Traſh, ſhould be directed by 


a Dreamer, an Omen hunter, and defer Buſineſs in Ex- 


F 2 | pectation 
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pectation of a lucky Hour: When, Body o'me, there 
never was a lucky Hour after the firſt Opportunity. 


SCENE XII. 


SCANDAL FoRFESIO EHT, Mrs FortsS1GcHr, 
Mrs. FrRAlL. 


FORESIGHT. 


Ak. Sir Sampſon, Heav'n help your Head — This 


is none of your lucky Hour: Nemo omnibus boris 
pit. What, is he gone, and in Contempt of Science! 
Ill Stars, and unconvertible Ignorance attend him. 
SCANDAL. | 
Von muſt excuſe his Paſſion, Mr. Forefgght; for he has 
been heartily vexed---His. Son is Non compos mentis, and 
thereby incapable of making any Conveyance in Law: 


1o that all his Meafures are diſappointed, 


+ FORESIGHT. 
Fa! fay you ſo? 
+: es. # Rf 7 Go 

What, has my Sea-Lover loſt his Anchor of Hope then ? 
[ Aſede to Mrs. Foreſight. 

Mrs. FORESIGHT. 

O Sifter, what will you do with him? 

Mrs. F R 4 FL: 

Do with him! ſend him to Sea again in the next foul 
Weather He's us'd to an inconſtant Element, and 


won't be ſurpris d to ſee the Tide turn'd. 
| FORESIGHT. 
Wherein was I miſtaken, not to foreſee this? ¶ Conſiders. 
SCANDAL. 
Madam, you and I can tell him ſomething elle, that 
= 
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he did not foreſee, and more particularly relating to his 
own Fortune. ¶Aſide to Mrs. F 8 

Mrs. FORESIGHT. | 
What do you mean ? I don't underſtand you. 
SCANDAL. 
Huſh, ſoftly ——the Pleaſures of laſt Night, my Dear, 
too conſiderable to be forgot ſo ſoon. 

"Als FORESIGHT. 

' Laſt Night! and what wou'd your Impudence infer 


from laſk Night? laſt Night was like the Night _— 


I think. 
SCANDAL. 


*Sdeath, do you make no Difference between me and 


your Husband ? 
Mrs. FORESIGHT. 


Not much, —he's ſuperſtitious ; and you are mad 


in my Opinion. 
| F D . 
You make me mad —— You are not ſerious 


recolle& yourſelf. 
Mrs. FORESIGHT. 


O yes, now I remember, you were very impertinent 


-Pray 


and impudent,----and would have come to Bed to me. 


SCA N DAL. 
And did not? 
Mrs. FORESIGHT. 
Did not! With what Face can you ask the Queſlion? 
SCANDAL. 

This I have heard of before, but never believ'd. I have 
been told, ſhe had that admirable Quality of forgetting 
to a Man's Face in the Morning, that ſhe had lain with 
him all Night, and denying that ſhe had done Favours 
with more Impudence, than ſhe cou'd grant em- Madam, 
I'm your humble Servant, and honour you, -—— Youu look 
pretty well, Mr. Forefight.---How did you reſt laſt Nigh: ? 

F 3 FOR E- 


CO". ; wth, 


N 
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| FORESIGHT. | 

Truly, Mr. Scandal, I was ſo taken up with broken 
Dreams and diſtracted Viſions, that I remember little. 

SCANDAL. Te 

--- Twas a very forgetting Night.----But would you 
not talk with Valentine, perhaps you may underſtand him; 
I'm apt to believe, there is ſomething myſterious in his 
Diſcourſes, and ſometimes rather think him inſpir'd than 
mad. _ 
| FORESIGHT. 

You ſpeak with ſingular good Judgment, Mr. Scandal, 
truly, I am inclining to your Turkiſb Opinion in 
this Matter, and do reverence a Man whom the Vulgar 
think mad. Let us go to him. 3 

| Mrs. FRA II. 88 

Siſter, do you ſtay with them; I'll find out my Lover, 
and give him his Diſcharge, and come to you, O'my 
Conſcience here he comes. 


SCENE XIII. 


Mrs, FR A 1 L, B x N. 


| B E N. 67 
LL mad, I think —— Fleſh, I believe all the Ca. 

4 ſentures of the Sea are come aſhore, for my Part. 

E Mrs. FRAIL. | 

Mr. Benjamin in Choler ! | 
_ | B E N. | ö 

No, I'm pleas'd well enough, now T have found you, 

Meſs, I have had ſuch a Hurricane upon your 


Account yonder, X 
i Mrs . 


-  chitty-fac'd Thing, as he would have me marry, 
be ask'd what was the Matter. 
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| „ - | 
Wy Account ! pray what's the Matter? 

4. A # v. 
Why, Father came and found me ſquabling with yon 
ſo 
He ask'd in a ſurly 
| fort of a Way — (It ſeems Brother Val. is gone mad, _ 
ſo that put'n into a Paſſion ; but what did I know that, 
what's that to me ?)— So he ask'd in a ſurly ſort of 
manner, and Gad 1 anſwer'd 'en as ſurlily. What 
tho't he by my Father, I an't bound Prentice to en: 
ſo faith I told'n in plain Terms, if I were minded to 
marry, I'd marry to pleaſe myſelf, not him: And for 
the young Woman that he provided for me, I thought it 
more fitting for her to learn her Sampler, and make Dirt- 
Pies, than to look after a Husband ; for my part I was 
none of her Man----I had another Voyage to 1 let 
him take it as he will. 
Mrs. FRA II. 
So then, you intend to go to Sea again? 
B E N. 

Nay, nay, my Mind run upon you-----but I wou'd 
not tell him ſo much - So he ſaid he'd make my Heart 
ake ; and if ſo be that he cou'd get a Woman to his 
Mind, he'd marry himſelf Gad, ſays l, an you play 
the Fool and marry at theſe Years, there's more Danger 
of your Head's s aking than my Heart. He was woundy 
angry when I gav'n that Wipe. He had'nt a Word 
to ſay, and ſo I leſt'n and the green Girl together; may. 
hap the Bee may bite, and he'll marry her kinalele, with 


all my Heart. 
And were you this as and graceleſs Wrotch to 
your Father ? 


F 4 BEN. 
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Then why was he graceleſs firſt ?- -If I am undutiful 
and graceleſs, why did he get me ſo? I wp not get 
myſelf. 

| Mrs, F R FT LE 

O Impiety ! How have I been miſtaken! What an In- 
human mercileſs Creature have I ſet my Heart upon ? 
OI am happy to have diſcover'd the Shelves and Quick- 
Jones that lurk beneath that faithleſs ſmiling Face. 

B E N. 

Hey toſs! What's the Matter now? Why you ben't 
angry, be you? 

Mrs, FR 4171. 

O ſee me no more, for thou wert born among 
Rocks, ſuckl'd by Whales, cradled in a Tempeſt, and 
whiſtled to by Winds; and thou art come forth with Fins 
and Scales, and three Rows of Teeth, a moſt ee 


Fiſh of Prey. 
B E N. 


O Lord, O Lord, ſhe's mad, poor young Woman, 
Love has turn'd her Senſes, her Brain is = oyerſet. 
Well-a-day, how ſhall I do to ſet her to rights? 

Mrs. FRAIL. 

No, no, I am not mad, Monſter, I am wiſe enough 
to find you out. Hadſt thou the Impudence to aſpire 
at being a Husband with that ſtubborn and diſobedient 
Temper ?-— You that know not how to ſubmit to a 
Father, preſume to have a ſufficient Stock of Duty to un- 
dergo a Wife? I ſhould have been finely fobb'd indeed, 


very finely fobb'd. 


BE A 

Harkee Forſooth ; if fo be that you-are in your right 
Senſes, d'ye ſee; for ought as I perceive I am like to be 
finely fobb'd if I have got Anger here upon your Ac- 
count, and you are tack'd about already. 


W hat 
d'ye 
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d'ye mean, after all your fair Speeches, and Rroking my 
| Cheeks, and kifling and hugging, what wou'd you ſheer . 
off ſo? Wou'd you, and leave me aground ? 
Mrs. FRATL. 
No, PII leave "or adrift, and go which Way you 
will. | 


B E N. 

What, are you falſe-hearted then? 

© kr e 
Only the Wind's chang'd. 
B E N. 

More ſhame for you, the Wind's chang'd ! 28 
It's an ill Wind blows nobody good may-hap 
] have a good Riddance on you, if theſe be your Tricks, --- 
what did you mean all this while, to make a Fool of 


me 7 


Mrs. FR 4 4 L. 
Any Fool, but a Husband. 
B E N. 
Husband ? Gad I wou'd not be your Husband, if you 
.wou'd have me, now I know your Mind; tho'f you 
had your Weight in Gold and Jewels, and tho'f I loy'd 
you never ſo well. | 
Mrs. FRAIL. 
Why, can't thou love, Porpuſſe ? 
B E N. 
No matter wh I can do; don't call Names 
I don't love you ſo well as to bear that, whatever I did 
| Pm glad you ſhew yourſelf, Miſtreſs : 
Let them marry you, as don't know you : Gad I 
know you too well, by ſad Experience 3 I believe he that 
marries you will go to Sea in a Hen-peck'd Frigat 
J believe that, young Woman——and mayhap may come 
to an Anchor at Cucſold s. Point; ſo there's a Daſh for you, 
| F 5 take 
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take it as you will; mayhap you may holla after me 


when I won't come too. 
Mrs. FRAIL, 


Ha, ha, ha, no doubt on't,--- | by 
My true Love is gone to Sea [Sings. 


8 


s C E N E XIV. 


Mrs. 1 * and Mrs. rosie. 


4 Mrs. F RAI 7. | 
O Siſter, had you come a Minute ſooner, you would 
have ſeen the Reſolution of a Loyer,--- Honeſt Tarr 
and I are parted ; — and with the ſame Indifference that 
we met :----O'my Life I am half vex'd at the Inſenſi- 
bility of a Brute that I deſpis'd. 
Mrs. FORESIGHT. 
What then, he bore it moſt heroically ? 
Mrs. FRATL, 

Moſt T'yrannically,---for you ſee he has got the ſtart 
of me; and I the poor forſaken Maid am left complain- 
ing on the Shore. But Pil tell you a Hint that he has 
erven me; Sir Samp/on is enraged,” and talks deſperately 
of committing Matrimony himſelf. -----If he has a Mind 
o throw himſelf away, he can't do it more eſfectually 
than upon me, if we could bring it about. 

Mrs FORESIGHT. | 

O hang him old Fox, he's too cunning, beſides he hates 
both you and me.----But I have a Project in my Head 
for you, and I have gone a good Way towards it. I have 
almoſt made a Bargain with Jeremy, Valentines Man, 


to ſell his Maſter to us, 


Mrs. 


Lo VE fer Love. 131 
Mrs. FRAIL. 4 
Sell kim, how ? 


Mrs. FORESIGH 7. 

Valentine raves upon Angelica, and took me for her, 
and Jeremy ſays will take any Body for her that he im- 
poſes on him. Now I have promiſed him Mountains, if 
in one of his mad Fits he will bring you to bim in her 
ſtead, and get you marry d together, and put to Bed to- 
gether ; and after Conſummation, Girl, there's no re- 
voking. And if he ſhould recover his Senſes, he'll be glad 
at leaſt to make you a good Settlement — Here they 
come, ſtand aſide a little, and tell me how you like the 


Deſign. 


SCENE XV. 


Mrs. ForEsIGHT Mrs. Frail, VaLiznTINE, SCAN- 
| DAL, ForESIGHT ara 


8 CAN DAI. 
ND have you given your Maſter a Hint of their 


Plot him? [To Jeremy. 
OO FEREMY. 
Yes, Sir ; he ſays he'll favour it, and miſtake her 


for 4ngelie 
* SCANDAL. 


It may make us Sport. 
FORESIGHT. 


| Mercy on us ! 
74. 


9 ee 
* 


a 


| % ".. | 4 
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Huſht —— interrupt me not — I'II whiſper Pre- 

diction to thee, and thou ſhalt propheſy:— 1 am 

Truth, and can teach thy Tongue a new Trick, 

J have told thee what's paſt, — Now I'll tell what's to 

come ;— Doſt thou know what will happen to- 

morrow ?----anſwer me not for I will tell thee. 

To-morrow Knaves will thrive thro* Craft, and Fools 

thro” Fortune: and Honeſty will go as it did, Froſt-nipt 

in a Summer Suit. Ask me Queſtions concerning to- 
morrow. | 


Ask him, Mr. Forefgþr. 
Pray what will be done at Court? 
| i F'ALTENTEINE. 
Scandal will tell you. ———— I am Truth, I never 
come there. | 7 


FORESIGHT. 


8 In the City ? | 

bY VALENTINE. 
= Oh, Prayers will be ſaid in empty Churches, at the 
uſual Hours. Yet you will ſee ſuch zealous Faces behind 
Counters, as if Religion were to be ſold in every Shop. 
Oh things will go methcdically in the City, the Clocks 
wii! ftrike twelve at Noon, and the horn'd Herd Buz in 
the Exchange at two. Husbands and Wives will drive 
diſtinct Trades, and Care and Pleaſure ſeparately occupy 
the Family. Coffee-houſes will be full of Smoke and 
Stratagem. And the cropt Prentice that ſweeps his Maſ- 
ter's Shop in the Morning, may ten to one dirty his 
Sheets before Night, But there are two things that you 
will ſee very ſtrange; which are wanton Wives with their 
Legs at Liberty, and tame Cuckolds with Chains about 
| their 


F. 
_ ” 
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their Necks. But hold, I muſt examine you before I go 
farther 3 you look ſuſpiciouſly. Are you. a Husband? 
FOR E SI G * T. s 
I am married. © 
F VAL B N T 7 V E. 
| Poor Creature ! is your Wife of Covent Garden Pariſh ? 
FORESIGHT. 
No St. Martin's in the Fields. 
VALENTINE, 

es poor Man { his Eyes are ſunk, and his Hands 
ſhrivell'd; his Legs dwindled, and his Back bow d: Pray, - 
pray, for a Metamorphoſis Change thy ' Shape, and 
ſhake off Age; get thee Medea's Kettle, and be boil'd 
anew ; come forth with lab'ring callous Hands, a Chine 
of Steel, and 4//as's Shoulders. Let Tallacotius trim the 
Calves of twenty Chairmen, and make thee Pedeſtals to 
ſtand ere& upon, and look Matrimony in the Face, Ha, 
ha, ha! Thata Man ſhould have a Stomach to a Wed- 
ding Supper, when the Pigeons ought rather to be laid 
to his Feet ! ha, ha, ha. 

FORESIGHT. 
His Frenzy is very high now, Mr. Scandal. 
SCANDAL. 
1 believe it is a Spring Tide. 
 _-» FORESIGHT. 

Very likely, truly; you underſtand. theſe Matters 
Mr. Scandal, I ſhall be very glad to confer with you about 
theſe Things which he has utter'd, — His Sayings are 
very Myſterious and Hieroglyphical. 

VALENTINE. | 

Od, why would Angelica be abſent from my Eyes ſo long? 
| HF BR E: M0 7. 

She's here, Sir. 

Mrs. FORESIGHT. 

Now, Siſter. 


Mrs. ä 
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Mrs. FRAIL. 
O Lord, what mult I fay ? 
SCANDAL 2 
Humour him, Madam, by all means, 
FALENTINE. n 
Where is ſhe? Oh J ſee her ſhe comes, like 
Riches, Health, and Liberty at once, to a  —_— 
ſtarving, and abandon'd Wretch. 

Oh welcome, welcome. 

Mrs. FRAII. 

How dye, Sir? Can I ſerve you? 

VALENTINE, 

Harkee; I have a Secret to tell you... 
Endymion and the Moon ſhall meet us upon Mount La- 
Mos, and we ll be marry'd in the dead of Night. 
But ſay not a Word. Hymen ſhall put his Torch into a 
dark Lanthorn, that it may be ſecret; and June ſhall 
give her Peacock Poppy-Water, that he may fold his 
ogling Tail, and bre hundred Eyes be ſh, ha? No- 
body ſhall know, but Jeremy. 


Mrs. FRATEL. 
No, no, we'll keep it ſecret; it ſhall be done preſently. 
VALENTINE. 
The ſooner the better Feremy, come hither 


cloſer that none may over-hear-us ; ; Feremy, I 
can tell you News; Angelica is turn'd Nun; and ] am 
turning Frier, and yet we'll marry one another in ſpite of 
the Pope— Get me a Coul and Beads, that I may play 
my Part-- ---For ſhe'll meet me two Hours hence in 
black and white, and a long Veil to cover the Project, 

and we won't ſee one another's Faces, till we have done 
fomething to be aſham'd of; and then we'll bluſh once 


for — 


SC EN 


„ 


— * 
— 
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SCENE XVI. 


[ To them] TaTTLE and AnGiLICK, 


FEREME 


* take care, and q 
. ö VALENTINE. 


Whiſper. 
NGELICA. 


Nay, Mr. Tatt!e, if you make Love to me, you fool 
my Deſign; for I intend to make you my Confident. 
THAT ER 
But, Madam, to throw away your Perſon, ſuch a Per- 
ſon! and ſuch a Fortune, on, a Madman ! | 
ANGELICA, 
I never loy'd him *till he was mad; but don't tell any 


Body ſo. 
SEANDAL 6 

How's this! Tartle making Love to Angelica? 
T4771 TL. 

Tell, Madam! alas you don't know me I hare 
much ado to tell your Ladyſhip, how long I have been 
in Love with you. but encourag'd by the Impoſſibi- 
lity of Valintinès making any more Addreſſes to you, I 
have ventur'd to declare the very inmoſt Paſſion of my 
Heart. Oh, Madam, look upon us both. There you ſee 
the Ruins of a poor decay*d Creature Here, a complete 
lively Figure, with Youth and Health, and all his "6ve | 
Senſes in Perfection, Madam; and to all this, the moſt 


paſſionate Lover 
ANG E- 
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T 
O fy for Shame, hold your Tongue: A paſſionate Lo- 
ver, and five Senſes in Perfection! when you are as mad 
as Valentine, TIl believe you love me, and the maddeſt 
ſhall take me, 
VALE N . 


It is enough. Ha! Who's here ? 
Mrs. FRAIL. 


O Lord, her coming will ſpoil all. [To Jeremy. 
FEREMY. 
No, no, Madam, he won t know her, if he ſhou 'd, I 
can perſuade him, 


VALENTINE. 

Scandal, who are theſe? Foreigners? If they are, I'll 
tell you what I think——yet away all the Company but 
Angelica, that I may diſcover my Deſign to her. ¶ V biſper. 

SCANDAL | 

I will I have diſcover'd ſomething of Tattle, that 
is of a piece with Mrs. Frail. He courts Angelica: if we 
could contrive to couple em together HarK'ce—— 


[ Whiſper. 
Mrs. FORESIGHT. | 
He won t know you, Coufin ; he knows no body. 
FORESJTGCHT. > 
But he knows more than any body, — Oh Neice, he 
knows things paſt and to come, and all the profound Se- 
crets of Time. 
FAT TL E, ; 
Look you, Mr. Forefight, it is not my way to make 
many Words of Matters, and ſo I ſhan't ſay much, 
But in ſhort, d'ye ſee, I will hold you a hundred Pound 
now, that 1 know more Secrets than he. 
FORESIGHT. | 
How! I cannot read that Knowledge in your Face, 


Mr. ee. Pray, what do you know? 
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why, d'ye think T'll tell you, Sir! Read 1 it in my F: ace ? | 
No, Sir, tis written in my Heart; and ſafer there, Sir, 


than Letters writ in Juice of Lemon, for no Fire can fetch 


tit out. I am no Blab, Sir. 
| ; VALENTINE. 
| Acquaint Feremy with it, he may eafily bring it about, | 
hey are welcome, and I'll tell *em ſo myſelf. [To 
Scandal. ] What, do you look ſtrange upon me?----Then I 
maſt be plain. [Coming up lo them.) Iam Truth, and 
hate an old Acquaintance with a new Face. | 
[Scandal goes afide with Jeremy. 
TAHET LE. 
Do you know me, Valentine? 
VALENTINE, 
You ? Who are you ? No, I hope not. 
Td T7 THF. 
15 am Fack Tatthe,. your Friend. | 
| VALENTINE. | 
My Friend! what to do? I am no married Man, and 
thou canſt not lie with my Wife: Iam very poor, and 
thou canſt not borrow Mony of me: Then what Employ - 
ment have I for a Friend ? | 
| TATE L£- 
Hah ! A good * Speaker, and not to be ruſted with 
a Secret. 
ANGELICA. 
Do you know me, Valentine? 
.SALENTINE. 
Oh very well. 
ANGELIC 4 
Who am I? 1 7 
| VALENTINE E, 
You're a Woman, One to whom Heav'n gave 
Beauty, when it grafted Roies on a mn.” You are — 
Re 
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Reflexion of Heav'n in a Pond, and he that leaps at you 
is ſunk, You are all white, a Sheet of lovely ſpotleſs 
Paper, when you firſt are born; but you are to be ſcrawl'd 
and blotted by every Gooſe's Quill. I know you ; for I 
lov'd a Woman, and lov'd her ſo long, that I found out 
a ſtrange thing: I found out what a Vom was good 


for. 3 %h 
TATTLE. | 
Ay, pr'ythee, what's that? 
VALENTINE. 
Why, to keep a Secret. 
T4714 £ 
O Lord! 
VALENTINE. 


O exceeding good to keep a Secret: For tho' ſhe ſhould _ 
tell, yet ſhe. is not to be beliey'd. 
T4. TT LE. 
Hah | good again, faith. 
VALE N TINE. 
I would have Mac 


— 


Sing me the Song that I 


L 


I Tell thee, Charmion, could 1 T7; * arrive, 
| And could again begin ta Love and Live, 
To * = ring geues 
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I know, my Eyes avould lead my Heart to you, > 


And I ſhould all my Vows and Oaths reneaw ; 
| Bat tobe plain, I never «would be true. | 


II. 


For 5 our aueaſ and weary Truth, 1. find, 
Love hates to center in a Point affign'd ; 

But runs ewith Foy the Circle of the Mind. 
Then newer let us chain what Son d be free, 
But for Relief of either Sex agree : 

Since Women love to change, and ſo do Wee 


No more, for I am melancholy. [Walks muſings 


; FEREMY, | 
I'Il do't, Sir. [To Scandal. 
Mr. Fare/ight, we had beſt leave him. He may grow . 
outrageous, and do Miſchief, 
FORESIGHT. 


I will be directed by you. 
FER 5M 7 [To Mrs. Frail. 
You'll meet, Madam ;—T'll take care every thing ſhall 


be ready. 
Mrs. F RAI L. 
Thou ſhalt do what thou wilt; in n ſhort, I will deny 
thee nothing. 
7 47 ＋ L k. | 
Madam, ſhall I wait upon you ? | [To Angelica. 
ANGELICA. 


No, Pll ſtay with him Mr. Scandal will protect 
me. Aunt, Mr. Tale defires you would give him leave 


to wait on you. 
TATTLE. 
Pox on 't, there's no coming off, now ſhe has ſaid that 
—— will you do me the Honour ? 
Mrs, 


LO vr / Lo vx. 


Mrs. FORESIGHT 
Mr. Tattle might Bare us'd leſs Ceremony. 


s C a 8 R 
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5 SCANDA Lo. 

2 remy, , follow Tan... 

ANGELICA. 

Mr. a I only ſtay 'till my Maid comes, and be- 

cauſe I had a mind to be rid of Mr. Tattle. 
SCANDAL. 

Madam, I am very glad that I over-heard a better Rea- 
ſon, which you gave to Mr. Tattle: for his Impertinence 
forc'd you to acknowledge a Kindneſs for Valentine, which 
you deny'd to all his Sufferings and my Solicitations, So 
Fl leave him to make uſe of the Diſcovery ; and your 
Ladyſhip to the free Confeſſion of your Inclinations, 

P 

Oh Heay'ns! You won 't leave me alone with a Mad- 

man? 
SCANDAL. 
No, Madam ; I only leave a Madman to his Remedy 


OR SCENE 


hy ©. So. 
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CELDT AFSS, 


EL N ZN . 8 FAGYE | 


SCEN E XVII. 
ANGELICA, VALENTINE. 


VALENTINE. 
M. ADA M, you need not be very much afraid, for I 
fancy I begin to come to myſelf, 
ANGELICH : es, 

Ay, but if I don't fit you, I'll be hang'd. [ Afde. 

| VALENTINE... 

You iv what Diſguiſes Love makes us put on; Gods 
have been in counterfeited Shapes for the ſame Reaſon ; 

and the divine Part of me, my Mind, has worn this Maſque 
of Madneſs, and this motly Livery, only as the Slave of 
Love, and menial Creature of your Beauty. 

> 1NGELAIGCH 
Mercy on me, how he talks ! poor Valentine. 

VALENTINE. 

Nay Faith, now let us underſtand one another, Hypo- 
criſy apart The Comedy draws toward an end, and 
let us think of leaving acting, and be ourſelves ; and 
| fince you have lov'd me, you muſt own, I have at length 
deſery'd you ſhou'd confeſs it. 

ANGELICA fogbs. 

TI would I had lov'd you ——for Heav'n knows I pity 
you; and could J have foreſeen the bad Effects, I wou'd 
have ſtriven; but that's too late. [Sighs. 

T 

What bad Effects? What's too late? My ſeeming Mad- 

neſs has deceiv'd my Father, and procur'd me time to think 


08-- 
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of Means to reconcile me to him, and preſerve the Right 


of my Inheritance to his Eſtate ; which otherwiſe, by 
3 I muſt this Morning have reſign'd : And this 1 


had inform'd you of to-day, but you were gone, before 


I knew you had been here- 
| ANGELICA. 


How! I thought your Love of me had caus'd this 


Tranſport in your Soul; which, it ſeems, you only coun- 
terfeited ; for mercenary Ends, and ſordid Intereſt. 
VALENTINE. 
Nay, now you do me wrong ; for if any Intereſt was 


conſider'd, it was yours; fince I thought I wanted more 


than Love, to make me worthy of you. 
ANGELICA. 


Then you thought me mercenary———PFut how a am I 


defaded by this Interval of . to reaſon wank a Mad- 


man ? 
VALENTINES. 


Oh, tis barbarous to miſunderſtand me longer. 


SCENE XIX. 
[7 them] Je nEMyY. 


ANGE LI CA. 


\ H here's a reaſonable Creature ſure he will not 
have the Impudence to perſeyere— Come; Jeremy, 
as your Trick, and confeſs your Maſter's Mad- 


nefs counterfeit. 
FERE- 


d 


. 
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7 E RE . 


Counterfeit, Sender PI maintain kim to be as abſo- 


lutely and ſubſtantially mad, as any Freeholder in Bethle- 
hem; Nay, he's as mad as any Projector, Fanatic, "Ons 


- miſt, Lover, or Poet in Europe. 


VALENTINE. 
Sirrah, you lye; I am not mad. 
ANGELICA. 
Ha, ha, ha! you ſee hedenies it. 
RK A MAT, 
oO Lord, Madam, did youeverknowany Madman mad 
enough to own it ? | 
VALENTINE. 
Sot, can 't you apprehend ? 
ANGELICA. 
Why he talk'd very ſenſibly juſt now. 
FEREMY. | 
Yes, Madam ; he has I ntervals: But you his he be- 


gins to look wild again now. 


VALENTINE. 

Why you thick-skull'd Raſcal, I tell you the Farce is 
cone, and Fl be mad no longer. [ Beats him. 
ANGELICA. 

Ha, ha, ha ! is he mad or no, Jeremy? 
FEREMY. | 
Partly, I think ——— for he does not know his own 
Mind two Hours Im ſure I left him juſt now 


in the Humour to be mad: And I think I have not 


found him very quiet at this preſent. Who's there? 


[Ore knocks. 
VALENTINE. 


Go. ſee, you Sot. I'm very glad that I can move your 
* tho' not your Compaſſion. 


ANGE- 


ſi 
i 
, 
' 
|) 
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ANGELICA. 


I did not think. you had Apprehenſion enough to be ex, 


ceptious : But Madmen ſhew themſelves moſt, by over- 


_ - pretending to a ſound Underſtanding as drunken Men 
do by over-aQting Sobriety; I was half inclining to believe 
you, till I accidentally touch'd upon your tender Part: 


But now you have reſtor'd me to my Fane, Opn and 


FEREMY. _ 
Sir, your Father has ſent to know if you are 20 be. 
ter Jet. - Will you pleaſe to be mad, Sir, or how 55 
„% SNIINGE =: | 
Stupidity ! You know the Penalty of all I'm worth 


muſt pay for the Confeſſion of my Senſes ; Tm 225 and 


will be mad to every Body but this Lady. * 
FEREMYT. 
80 Juſt the very backſide of Truth. 
But lying is a Figure in Speech, that interlards the greateſt 
Part of my Converſation-- — — Madam, yur Ladyſhip' < 


Woman. 


SS BR LOTT JED 


— 


Vun Af 1 CA; JENKY. - 


ANGELICA. 


W E LL, have you been there? Come Richer⸗ | 


FENNY. 


Yes, RS. Sir 7 82 will wait upon you preſently. 
L. to e. 


V A- 


— by 
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FJALENT INE. 
You are not leaving me in this Uncertainty ? 
ANGELICA. 
| Would any thing, but a Madman, complain of Un- 
certainty ? Uncertainty and ExpeQation are the Joys of 
Life. Security is an infipid thing, and the overtaking 
and poſſeſſing of a Wiſh, diſcovers the Folly of the Chaſe. 
Never let us know one another better ; for the Pleaſure 
of a Maſquerade is done, when we come to ſhew our 
Faces; but I'll tell you two things before I leave you; I 


am not the Fool you take me for; and you are mad, 
and con t know it. | 


SCENE XXI. 
VALENTINE, JEREMY: 


| VALENTINE, 
ROM a Riddle, you can expect nothing but a Riddle. 
There's my Inſtruction, and the Moral of my Leſſon. 
FEREMY. 


What, is the Lady gone again, Sir? I hope you un- 
derſtood one another before ſhe went? 


VALENTINE. 
Underſiood ! She is harder to be underſtood than a 
Piece of Egyptian Antiquity, or an iss Manuſcript ; you 


may pore till you ſpoil your Eyes, and not a your 
Knowledge. 


Vol. II. £ G | 7E R E- 
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T have heard 'em ſay, Sir, they read hard Hebreau Boolæs 

backwards; may be you begin to read at the "omg end, 
KFALENTINE. | 

They ſay ſo of a Witch's Prayer; and Divas and 
Dutch Almanacks are to be underſtood by Contraries. But 
there's Regularity and Method in that ; ſhe is aMedal with» 
out a Reverſe or Inſcription, for Indifference has beth 
fides alike. Yet while ſhe does not ſeem to hate me, I 
will purſue her, and know her if it be poſſible, in ſpite 
of the Opinion of my Satirical — n who ſays, 


That Women are like Tricks 81g ht o . 
MS to ra awe / 


End of the gs AF, 


ACT 
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nr . SCENE I. 


4 kon in Foxx Huf. 


AN GR L I Cc A, and Jz NNY. 


ANGELICA. 
HERE is Sir Sampſon? Did you not * 
N LS me, he would be here before me ? 
Z NN. | 

He's at the great Glaſs in the Dining- 
Room, Madam, ſetting his Cravat and 
Wig. 
. 1 INGELICA. | 

How ! Tm glad on't----If he has a Mind 1 ſhould like 
him, it's a ſign he likes me; and that's more than half 


my Deſign. 
| JENNY. 
I hear him, Madam. 
ANGELICA. 


Leave me ; and d'ye hear, if Valentine ſhou'd come, 
or ſend, I am not to be ſpoken WAN... 


8 
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SCENE II. 


7 


Ax GELI CA, Si SAMPSON. 
| Sir SAMPSON. 
Have not been honour'd with theCommands of a fair 
Lady, a great while-------odd, Madam, you have re- 
viv'd me. Not fince I was five and thirty, 
I _ + | 
Why, you have no great Reaſon to complain, Sir 
Sampſon, that is not long ago. N 
Sir SAMPSON. 
Zooks, but it is, Madam, a very great while; to a 
Man that admires a fine Woman, as much as J do. 
EE ANGELICA. 
You're an abſolute Courtier, Sir Sampſon. 
$ ST SHEMFSON 
Not at all, Madam: Ods bud you wrong me; I am 
not ſo old neither, to be a bare Courtier, only a Man of 
Words: Odd, I have warm Blood about me yet, and can 
ſerve a Lady any way----Come, come, let me tell you, 
you Women think a Man old too ſoon, faith and troth 
you do - Come, don't deſpiſe fifty ; odd, fifty in a 
hale Conſtitution, is no ſuch contemptible Age. : 
ANGELICA no: 
Fifty a contemptible Age! Not at all: a very faſhiona- 
te Age I think- -I aflure you, I know very conſi- 
derable Beaus, that ſet a good Face upon Fifty. Fifty! I 
have ſeen fifty in a Side · Box by Candle -Light, out- bloſ- 
ſom five and twenty. | 


Sir 
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Sir 8 4 NPS ON. 

Outſides, Outſides; a pize take em, meer Outſides: : 
Hang-your Side-Box Beaus ; no, I'm none of thoſe, none 
of your forc'd Trees, that pretend to bloſſom in the Fall; 
and Bud when they ſhould bring forth Fruit: Iam of a 
long-liv'd Race, and inherit Vigour : none of my Anceſtors 
marry'd *till fifty; yet they begot Sons and Daughters 
*till fourſcore : Tam of your Patriarchs, I, a Branch of one 
of your Antediluvian Families, Fellows that the Flood 
could not waſh away. Well, Madam, what are your 
Commands? Has any young Rogue affronted you, and 


mall IT cut his Throat? or 


ANGELICA. 


No, Sir Sampſort, I have no Quarrel upon my Shao | 


have more Occaſion for your Conduct than your 
Courage at this time. To tell you the Truth, I'm weary 
of living fingle, and want a Husband, 
Sir S AMPS OM. 
Odsbud, and 'tis pity you ſhould—— Odd, wou'd ſhe 
wou'd like me, then I ſhou'd hamper my young Rogues : 


Odd, woeu'd ſhe wou'd; faith and troth ſhe's deviliſh 
| handſom. Lide] Madam, you deſerve a good Husband, 


and *twere pity you ſhou'd be thrown away upon any of 
theſe young idle Rogues about the Town. Qdd, there's 
4 er a young Fellow wh, hanging, at i a very 

ung Fellow ————Pize on em, they never think 
— — of any thing; And if they commit Ma- 
trimony, *tis as they commit Murder; out of a Frolick: 
And are ready to hang themſelves, or to be hang'd by 
the Law, the next Morning :-----------Odfo, have a care, 
Madam. 


ANGELICA. 
Therefore I ask your Advice, Sir Sampſon : I have For- 
tune enough to make any Man eaſy that I can like; If 
there were ſuch a thing as 0 young agreeable Man, with 


3 a 


i 

= 
i 
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| 
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a reaſonable Stock of good Nature and Senſe——For I 


would neither have an abſolute Wit, nor a Fool. 
Sir SA MPS ON. 


Odd, you are hard to pleaſe, Madam ; to find a young 


Fellow chat is neither a Wit in his own Eye, nor a Fool 
in the Eye of tke World; is a very hard Task. But, faith 
5 troth, you ſpeak very Gicceetly 3 for I hate boch a 


Wit and a Fool. 
| 4 VE ＋L IC 4. 

She that marries a Fool, Sir Samp/on, forfeits the Repn- 
tation of her Honeſty or Underſtanding . And ſhe that mar- 
ries a very witty Man is a Slave to the Severity and inſo- 
lent Conduct of her Husband. I ſhould like a Man of Wit 
for a Lover, becauſe I would have ſuch an one in my 
Power : But I would no more be his Wife, than his Ene- 
my.. . For his Malice is not a more terrible Conſequence 
of his Averfion, than his Jealouſy is of his Love. 

Sir S A MPS ON. 

None of old Forefight's Sibyls ever utter'd ſuch a Truth. 
Odsbud, you have won my Heart: I hate a Wit; I had 
a Son that was ſpoiPd among em; a a good hopeful Lad, 
till he learn'd to be a Wit——-And might have riſen in 
the State — But, a pox on't, his Wit run him out of his 
Mony, apd now his Poverty has run him out of his 


Wits, 
4 V E THA. . 
Sir Sampſon, as your Friend, I muſt tell you, you are 
very much abus'd in that Matter; he's no more mad 


than you are. 
Sir SAMPSON. 

How, Madam ! Wou'd I cou'd prove it. 
ANGELICA. 
J cartell you how that may be done But it is 
a thing that wou d make me appear to be too muck con- 
cern'd in your Affairs. 5 
1＋ 
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Sir SAMPSON. 

Odsbud, I believe ſhe likes me- AA 4. 
Ah, Madam, all my Affairs are ſcarce worthy h be laid 
at your Feet; and I wiſh, Madam, they were in a better 
Poſture, that I might make a more becoming Offer to a 


Lady of your incomparable Beauty and Merit. ——If I 
had Peru in one Hand, and Mexico in tother, and the 


Faftern Empire under my Feet; it would make me only 
a more glorious Victim to be offer d at the Shrine of your 


Beauty, 


ANGELIC A. : 
Bleſs me, Sir Sampſon, what's the Matter ? 
Sir SAMPSON. 
Odd, Madam, I love you And if you would take 
my Advice in a Husband — 
eee 
Hold, hold, Sir Sampſon. 1 ask'd your Advice for a 
Husband, and you are giving me your Conſent.—-—1 
was indeed thinking to propoſe ſomething like it in Jeſt, to 
fatisfy you about Valentine: For if a Match were ſeem- 
ingly carried on, between you and me, it would oblige 
him to throw off his Diſguiſe of Madneſs in Apprehenſion 
of loſing me: For you know he has long pretended a 
Paſſion for me. 
Sir SAMPSON, | 
Gadzooks, a moſt ingenious Contrivance - If we 
were to go through with it. But why muſt the Match 
only be ſeemingly carried on ? = Odd, let it be areal 


Contract. | 
ANGELICA, W's 
O fy, Sir Samp/on, what would the World fay F 
| Sir SAMPSON. | 
Say ! they would ſay, you were a wiſe Woman, and I 
a happy Man. Odd, Madam, I'll love you as long as I 


live; and leave you a good 3 When I die. 
G 4 ANGE-> 


err Nerz. ; 


ANGELICA. | 
Ay; but that is not in your Power, Sir Samp/or; for 
when Valentine confeſſes himſelf in his Senſes, he muſt 
make over his Inheritance to his younger Brother. 
| Sir SAMPSON. 
Odd, you're cunning, a wary Baggage! Faith and Troth 
T like you the better — But, I warrant you, I have a Pro- 
viſo in the Obligation in favour of myſelf ————- Body 
o'me, I have a Trick to turn the Settlement upon the Iſſue 
Male of our two Bodies begotten. Odsbud, let us find 
Children, and I'll find an Eſtate ! 
| | ANGELIC A. 
Will you? Well, do you find the Eſtate, and leave the 
other to me 


Sir SA MPS O N. | 
O Rogue! But Pl truſt you. And will you conſent ? 
Is it a Match then? e 
ANGELIC A. | 
Let me conſult my Lawyer concerning this Obligation; 
and if I find what you propoſe practicable, I'll give you 
my Anſwer. | Ec, 
| Sr SSM PSOMN. 

With all my Heart ;-—— Come in with me, and Þll 

Jend you the Bond——--You ſhall conſult your Lawyer, 
and [ll conſult a Parſon: Odzooks I'm a young Man; 
Odzooks I'm a young Man, and I'll make it appear 
Odd, you're deviliſh handſom : Faith and Troth, you're 
very handſom, and I'm very young, and very luſty- 
Odsbud, Huſſy, you know how to chooſe, and ſo do I; 

Odd, I think we are. very well met Give me 
your Hand, odd, let me Kiſs it; tis as warm and as ſoft 
——---a$ what? ——-Odd, as t'other Hand- give me 
t'other Hand, and I'Il mumble em, and kiſs em till they 
melt in my Mouth. we, 


ANG E: 


* 
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ANVOYZ71 04 | 


Fold, Sir Samp/en —— You're profuſe of your Vigour 
before your time; You'll ſpend your Eſtate before you 
come to 1t. | | 

Sir S I MPS ON. 


No, no, only give you a Rent-Roll of my Poſſeſſions 


Ah ! Baggage I warrant you for little 
Sampſon: Odd, Sampſon's a very good Name for an able 


Fellow : Your Sampſons were ſtrong Dogs from the Be- 


ginning. 
ANGELICA © 9 
Have a care, and don't over- act your Part If you 
remember, Sampſon, the ſtrongeſt of the Name, pull'd an 
old Houſe over his Head at laſt. 
Sir SAMPSON. 
Say you ſo, Huſſy Come, let's go then; odd, 


T long to be pulling too, come away Odio, here's 
ſome body coming. | 

IS RDO/ GS D Y D 
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SCENE II. 
TAT , JzREMY. 


© „ 
1 8 not that ſhe, gone out juſt now ? 
E RE MV. 

Ay, Sir, ſhe's juſt going to the Place of Appointment. 
Ah, Sir, if you are not very faichful and cloſe in this Buſi- 
neſs, you'll certainly be the Death of a Perſon that has a 
moſt extraordinary Paſſion for your Honour's Service. 

> & 


Ay, who's that ? 


838 ERE. 


ern Love. 
FEREMY. 

Even my unworthy ſelf, Sir. Sir, I Bee had an 
Appetite to be fed with your Commands a great while; 
And now, Sir, my former Maſter, having much 
troubled the Fountain of his Underſtanding; it is a very 
plauſible Occaſion for me to quench my Thirſt at the 
Spring of your Bounty — I thought T could not recom- 
mend myſelf better to you, Sir, than by the Delivery of 
a great Beauty and Fortune into your Arms, whom | have 
heard you ſigh for. 

-— ET TT LS: 

Pl! make thy Fortune; ſay no more Thou art a pretty 
Fellow, and canſt carry a Meſſage to a Lady, in a pretty 
ſoft kind of Phraſe, and with a good perſuading Accent. 

FEREMY. 

Sir, I have the Seeds of Rhetoric and Oratory in my 

Head -T have been at Cambridge. 
„„ 

Ay; 'tis well enough for a Servant to be heed at an Uni- 

verſity : But the Education is a little too pedantic for a 


Gentleman. I hope you are ſecret in your Nature, pri- 


vate, * ha? 
FERE AHT. 


O Sir, for that, Sir, tis my chief Talent; I'm as ſecret 


as the Head of Nils. 
e 

Ay? Who's he, tho'? A Privy. Counſellor ? 
JEREMY. 


O Tgnoranee ! [ Aſide.] A cunning Foyptian, Sir, that 


with his Arms would over-run the Country, yet no Body 


could ever find out his Head-Quarters, 
TATT EE 


Cloſe Dog! A good Whoremaſter, I warrant him 
the time draws nigh, Jeremy. Angelica will be veil'd like 


a Nun; and I muſt be hooded like a Frier; ha, Jeremy ? 
F E R 2 


0 | 
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FF E REMT. 

Ay, Sir, hooded like a Hawk; to ſeize at rſt Sight up- 
on the Quarry. It is the Whim of my Maſter's Madneſs 
to be ſo dreſs'd; and ſhe is fo in Love with him, ſhe'll 
comply with any Thing to pleaſe him. Poor Lady, I'm 
ſure ſhe*l] have Reaſon to pray for me, when ſhe finds 
what a happy Exchange ſhe has made, between a Mad- 
man and ſo accompliſh'd a Gentleman. 

| FELT TLE£. 

Ay Faith, fo ſhe will, Ferezy ; You're a 85 Friend 
to her, poor Creature — II ſwear I do it hardly 
ſo much in Conſideration of myſelf, as Compaſſion to 
her, 


FE $  & 
Tis an Act of Charity, Sir, to ſave a fine Woman 
with thirty thouſand Pound, from throwing herſelf away. 
TAT + & te | 
80 tis, faith J might have ſav'd ſeveral others in 
my time, but i' Gad I could never find in my Heart to mar- 
ry any Body before. 


FE RE M. 

Well, Sir, I'll go and tell her my Maſter's coming; and 
meet you in half a Quarter of an Hour, with your Diſguiſe, 
at your own Lodgings. You muſt talk a little madly, ſhe 
won 'tdiftinguiſh the Tone of your Voice. 

7477 LE. 
No, no, let me alone for a Counterfeit ! ——]j} be 
ready for you, 


SCENR 
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SCENE Iv. 


TAT IE, Mi Prwu ts. « 


22 Miſs P R U E. 
Mr. Tatth, are you here ! I'm gd J have found 
you; I have been looking up and down for you 
like any thing, till I'm as tired as any thing in the 


World. 
TATTLIE. 
O Pox how ſhall I get rid of this fooliſh ng | 
22 
Mis PR UE. 


O Thave pure News, I can tell you pure 88 
muſt not marry the Seaman now my Father ſays 
fo. Why won't you be my Husband ? You ſay you 
love me, and you won't be my Husband, And I know 

you may be my Husband now if you pleafe. 


147 7 EX. 
E ly, Miſs: Who told you fo, Child ? 
Miſs PR UE. 
Why, my Father=———I told him that you lov'd 
me. | 
n 
0 fy, Miſs, why did you do ſo? And who told you fo, 
Ehild ? 
Mis PR U E. 


Who? Why you did; did not you? | | 


” TAT- 
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O Pox, that was yeſterday, Miſs; that was a great 


while ago, Child. I have been aſleep ſince ; ſlept a 
whole Night, and did not ſo much as dream of the 


Matter. 
Miſs P R UE. | 
Pſhaw, O but I dreamt that it was ſo tho. 
THTTLE, 


Ay, but your Father will tell you that Dreams come 
by Contraries, Child—O fy ; what, we muſt not love one 
another now—Pſhaw, that would be a fooliſh thing in- 
 deed—Fy, fy, you're a Woman now, and muſt think of 
anew Man every Morning, and forget him every Night— 
No, no, to marry is to be a Child again, and play with 
the ſame Rattle always: O fy, marrying is a paw thing. 

Miſs PR UE. 
Well, but don't you love me as well as you did laſt 


Night then? 


T 2 
No, no, Child, you would not have me. 
Miſs PR U E. 
No ? Yes, but I would tho. 
TAT IL ©. 


Pſhaw, but I tell you, you would not — You forget 
you're a Wann; and don't know your own Mind. 
Miſs PR UE. 


But here's my Father, and he knows my Mind. 


SCENE 
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FO R E 8 IGHT. 
Mr. Tarrle, your Servant, you are a cloſe Man ; 3 but 


methinks your Love to my Daughter was a Secret 


F might have been truſted 'with.----Or had you a Mind 
to try if I could diſcover it by my Art----hum, ha, 1 


think there is ſomething in your Phyſiognomy, that has 


a reſemblance of her; and the Girl is like me. 
3 4.77 L K 
And ſo you wou' d infer, that you OS T are a. 
what does the old Prig mean? I'll banter him, and laugh 
at him, and leave him. [ſide.] I fancy TM have a 
wrong Notion of Faces. 
FORESIG HT. 
How ? What? a wrong Notion! How ſo? 
I 
In the way of Art: I have ſome taking Features, not 
obvious to vulgar Eyes, that are Indications of a ſudden 
turn of good Fortune, in the Lottery of Wives; and pro- 
miſe a great Beauty and good Fortune reſerved alone for 
me, by a private Intrigue of Deſtiny, kept ſecret from 


the piercing Eye of Perſpicuity; from all Aſtrologers, and 


the Stars themſelves. 
FORESIG WT 


How ! I will make it appear, that what you fay i is im- 


poſſible. 
TATTLE. 
Sir, I beg your Pardon, I'm in haſte—— 
| FO RE. 


= © .i., wy W enge 
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FORESIGHT, | 


7 4 TTL E. 
To be marry'd, Sir, marry'd 
F ORES "16 HT, 
Ay, but ray take me along with you, Sir ——— 
mf | 3 At 
No, Sir, tis to be done privately——l * make 


Confidents. 
FORESIGHT. 

Well; but my Conſent, I mean — You won't marry 
my * without my Conſent ? _ 

1 N 

Who I. Sir ? Em an abſolute Stranger to you and 
your Daughter, Sir. 
ORF 

Hey day! what time of the Moon is this? 

4A TF. 

Very true, Sir, and defire to continue ſo. I have no 
more Love for your Daughter, than I have Likeneſs of 
you; and Fhave a Secret in my Heart, which you would 
be glad to know, and ſhan't know ; and yet you ſhall 
know it too, and be ſorry for't afterwards. Id have you 
to know, Sir, that I am as knowing as the Stars, and as 
ſecret as the Night. And I'm going to be married juſt 
now, yet did not know of it half an Hour ago; and the 
Lady ſtays for me, and does not know of it yet—There's 
a Myſtery for you—I know you love to untie Difficul- 
ties---Or if you ein ſolve this; ſtay here a Quarter of 
an Hour, and Phe come and explain it to you. 


For what? 


SCENE 
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Fo RESIO HT, % Pave. 


; Mis P R U E. 
O Father, why will you let him oo? Won? t you 
make him to be my Husband? | 
FORESIGHT. 
. Mercy on vs, what do theſe Langer portend Alas! 
he's mad, Child, ſtark wild. 
| Miſs P R U E. | 

What, and muſt not I have &er a Husband then ? 
What, muſt I go to Bed to Nurſe again, and be a Child 
as long as ſhe's an old Woman? Indeed but I won't. 
For now my Mind is ſet upon a Man, I will have a Man 
ſome way or other. Oh! methinks I am fick when I 
think of a Man; and if I can't have one, I wou'd go 
to ſleep all my Life: For when I'm awake, it makes me 
wiſh and long, and I don't know for what—And I'd ra- 
ther be always aſleep, than fick with thinking. 

FORESIGHT.::: 

O fearful! I think the Girl's influenc'd 0, Hag, 
you ſhall have a Rod. 

Miſs PR UE. 

A Fiddle of a Rod, I'Il have a Husband; and if you 
won't get me one, Il get one for myſelf; 1'il marry our 
Robin the Butler, he ſays he. loves me, and he's a hand- 
ſom Man, and ſhall be my Husband: I'll warrant he'll 
be my Husband, and thank me too, for he told me ſo. 


SCENE 


ö De. 


I 
r 
| 


S E N E:. WE 


[7 them] Scanval, Mrs. FoxEs1IcnT, and Nunsr, 


FORESIGHT. 
ID he ſo III diſpatch him for't preſently; 
RO? Oh, Nyrſe, come hither. 
URSE. 
What is your Worſhip's Pleaſure ? 
FORESIGHT. | 
Here take your young Miſtreſs, and lock her up pre- | 
ſently, *till farther Orders from me not a Word, 
Huſſy Do what I bid you. No Reply: away. And 
bid Robin make ready to give an Account of his Plate 
and Linen, d'ye hear. Be gone when I bid you. 
Mrs, FORESIGHT. 
What's the Matter, Husband ? 
| FORESIGHT. | 
"Tis not convenient to tell you now—— Mr. Scandat, 
Heav'n keep us all in our Senſes——1 fear there is a 


contagious Frenzy abroad, How does Valentine? 


| SCANDAL, 
O, I hope he will do well again U have a 2 
from him to your Neice Axgelica. | 
| - FORESEGHT. | 
I think ſhe has not return'd, fince ſhe went abroad 
with Sir Sampſon, Nurſe, why are you not gone? 


. 
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S CEN E vil. 


ForEs1GHT, SCAN Da L, Mrs, FoRE SICHT, BEA. 


Mrs. FORESIGHT. 
ER E's Mr. Benjamin, he can tell us if his F ather 
be come home. 
B Z N. 
Who, Father? ay, he's come home wich a Wan. 
| Mrs. FORESIGHT, 
Why, what's the Matter ? 
x 5B E NM. 
Matter ? Why he's mad. 
FORESIGHT. 
Mercy on us! I was afraid of this, 
> B (BN. 
And there's the handſom young Woman, the, as oy 
ſay, Brother Val. went mad for, ſhe's mad too, 1 think, 
CCC | 
o my poor Neice ! my poor Neice! is ſhe gone r 
Well, I ſhall run mad next. 
Mrs. FORESIEHT. 
Well, but how mad? how d'ye mean? 
B E N. | 
Nay, I'll give you leave to gueſfs——T'll undertake 
to make a Voyage to Antegoa No, I may'nt ſay 
ſo neither But Þ 11 fail as far as Leghorn, and back 
again, before you ſhall gueſs at the Matter, and do no- 
thing elſe ; Meſs, you may take in all the Points of the 


Compaſs, and not hit right. 
| Mr 50 


Lo vH for Love: 163 

WM Mm. FORESIGHT. 5 
Your Experiment will take up a little too muck time. 
Why then Tl tell you; there's a new Wedding upon 
the Stocks, and they two are going to be married to 


rights, 
SCANDA FA 
Who? e 
B E N. 
W«ly Father, and the young Woman, I can't. 
hit of her Name. x 
SCANDAL. 
Angelica ? 3: | 
Ay, the ſame. 10 


Mrs. FORESIGHT, 
Sir Samp/on and Angelica impoſſible ! 
B E N. 


That may be— but I'm fare it is as I tell 7. 
SCANDAL. . 
Sdesth, it's a Jeſt. I can't believe it. 
B FE N. | 
Look you, Friend, it's nothing to me, whether you 
believe it or no. What I ſay is true; d'ye ſee, they are 
married, or juſt going to be married, I know not which. 
FORESIGHT. 
Well, but they are not mad, that is, not Lunatic ? 
B E N. 
I don? t know what you may call Madneſs — But ſhe's 
mad for a Husband, and he's horn mad, I think, or 
they'd nee'r make a Match together Here they come. 


2 
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NE IX 


þ 
[To them] Sir SaMysON, ANGELICA, BUcxRAM. 


Sir SAMPSON, 

HERE is this old Soothſayer? This Uncle of 

mine ele& ? A ha, old Forefieht, Uncle Foreſgbt, 
wiſh me Joy, Uncle Forefight, double Joy, both as Uncle 
and Aftrologer ; here's a ConjunQion that was not foretold 
in all your Epbemeris---The brighteſt Star in the blue Fir- 
mament---is fot from above, in a Felly of Love, and fo 
forth; and I'm Lord of the Aſcendant. Odd, you're an 
old Fellow, Forefight ; Uncle I mean, a very old Fellow, 
Uncle Forefght; and yet you ſhall live to dance at my 
Wedding; faith and troth you ſhall. Odd, we'll have the 
Muſic of the Spheres for thee, old Lilh, that we will, and 
thou ſhalt lead up a Dance in Via Lactea. 

© FORESIONSY: 
I'm Thunder-ſtruck! You are not married to my 
Neice ? f c 
Sir SAMPSON. 
Not abſolutely marry' d, Uncle; but very near it, with- 
in a Kiſs of the Matter, as you ſee. [ KiJes Angelica. 
#NGELICE © | 

'Tis very true indeed, Uncle; I hope you'll be my 

Father, and give me. | 
Sir SAMSON. 

That he ſhall, or I'll burn his Globes--- Body o'me, he 
ſhall be thy Father, I'll make him thy Father, and thou 
ſhalt make me a Father, and I'll make thee a Mether, _— 

we 
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we'll beget Sons and Daughters enough to put the Week- 


ly Bills out of Countenance. 
| "SCAN Bd 4  - 
Death and Hell! Where's Valentine? 


CEN 


Sir SAMPSON, ANGELICA, ForEs1GuT, Mrs, Fors- 
SIGHT, BEN, BU KRAM. 


Mrs. FORESIGHT. 
H IS is ſo furpriſing — 2 
. | Sr SAMPSON. _ | 
How What does my Aunt ſay ? Surpriſing, Aunt ? 
Not at all, for a young Couple to make a Match in Win- 
ter? Not at all——1t's a Plot to undermine cold Wea- 
ther; and deſtroys that Uſurper of a Bed call'd a Warm- 
ing - Pan. | 5 


Mrs. FORESIGHT. 

I'm glad to hear you have ſo much Fire in you, Sir 
Sampſon. | CAN hi 

Mefs, I fear his Fire's little better than Tinder ; may- 
hap it will only ſerve to light up a Match for ſome Body 
elſe. The young Woman's a handſom young Woman, 
I can't deny it: But, Father, if I might be your Pilot | 
in this Caſe, you ſhould not marry her. It's juſt the ſame | 
thing, as if ſo be you ſhould fail fo far as the Straits | 

without Proviſion. | 

1 | 0 -... 

| Who gave you Authority to ſpeak, Sirrah ? To your 
Element, Fiſh, be mute, Fiſh, and to Sea, rule your | 
Helm, Sirrah, don't direct me. 


——ä—— — 
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„ | 
Well, well, take you care of your own Helm, or you 


may nt keep your new Veſſel ſteady. 
Sir SAMPSON. 

Why, you impudent Tarpaulin ? Sirrah, do you bring 
your Forecaſtle Jeſts. upon your Father ? But I ſhall be 
even with you, I won't give you a Groat. Mr. Buckram, 
is the Conveyance ſo worded, that nothing can poſſibly 
deſcend*to this Scoundrel ? I wou'd not ſo much as have 
him have the Proſpect of an Eſtate ; tho? there were no 
way to come to it, but by the North. Eaſt Paſſage. 

BUCKRAM. | 

Sir, it is drawn according to your Directions; there i is 

not the leaſt Cranny of the Law unſtopt. 
B E N. 


Lawyer, I believe there's many a Cranny and Leak un- 


If ſo be that one had a Pump 


ſtopt in your Conſcience— 


to your Boſom, I believe w we ſhou'd diſcover a foul Hold. 


They ſay a Witch will fail in a Sileve—————But I believe 
the Devil wou'd not venture aboard o'your Conſcience. 


And that's for you. 
Sir SAMPSO . 


Hold your 3 Sirrah. How now, who's here ? 


SCENE XI. 


[To them] TaTTLE and Mrs, FR A 1 L. 


Mrs. FRAII. 


O Siſteß, the moſt unlucky Accident. 
3 Mrs. FORESIGHT. 


What's the Matter ? | 
TZ47TLH 


8 
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I. 
O, the two moſt unfortunate poor Creatures in che 
World we are. 
FOREST GH T. 
Bleſs us ! How ſo? 
Mrs. F R A 7 * 


Ah Mr. Tattle and I, poor Mr. Tattle and I are-——[ 


can't ſpeak it out. 
TATTLE. 
Nor I=——But poor Mrs. Frail and I arg=—— 
Mrs. FRATL. 


Mrs, FORESIGHT. 
Married ! How ? 
| TFATT AA 
Suddenly before we knew where we were-——that 
Villain Zeremy, by the help of Diſguiles, trickt us into 


one another. 
FORESIGHT. 
Why, you told me juſt now, you went hence in haſte 


to be married. 
| NG ELL CH © 
But I believe Mr. Tati/: meant the Favour to me, I 
thank him, | 


Married. 


e 6 WY. 9 

I did, as I hope to be ſav'd, Madam; my Intentions 
were good-------But this is the moſt cruel thing, to marry 
one does not know how, nor why, nor wherefore 
The Devil take me if ever I was ſo much concern'd at any 
thing in my Life. 

ANGELICA. 
"Tis very unhappy, if you don't care for one another. 
AT TEES: 
The leaſt in the World— That is for my Part, I ſpeak 


for myſelf. Gad, I never had the leaſt Thought of ſe» 
rious 


2 
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rious Kindneſs- -I never lik'd any Body leſs in my 
Life. Poor Woman ! Gad I'm ſorry for her too; for I have 
no Reaſon to hate her neither ; but I believe I ſhall lead 
her a damn'd ſort of a Life. | 
Mrs. FORESIGHT. | 
He's better than no Husband at all-—tho' he's a Cox- 


comb. | [To Frail, 
| Mrs. FRAIL, is her.] 


Ay, ay, it's well it's no worſe——Nay, for my part! 


always deſpiſed Mr. Tattle of all things; nothing but his 
being my Husband could have made me like him leſs. 
1241 711. 1 
Look you there, I thought as much = Pox o'r, 
I wiſh we could keep it ſecret ; why I don't believe any of 
this Company would ſpeak of it. | 


Mrs. F RATL. = 


| But, my Dear, that's impoſſible ; the Parſon and that 
Rogue Feremy will publiſh it, 1 

| . 

Ay, my Dear, ſo they will, as you ſay. 

ANGELIC A. - 

O you'll agree very well in a little time; Cuſtom will 

make it eaſy to you. 
| TATT AS 

Eaſy! Pox on't, I don't believe I ſhall ſleep to-night, 
| Sir SAMPSON. 

Sleep, Quotha ! No, why you would not ſleep o'your 
Wedding-Night? I'm an older Fellow than you, and 
den't mean to ſleep. | 

B E N. 


Why there's another Match now, as tho'f a couple of | 


Privateers were looking for a Prize, and ſhould fall foul 
of one another. I'm ſorry for the young Man with all 
my Heart. Look you, Friend, if J may adviſe you, 
when ſhe's going, for that you muſt expect, I have Ex- 

perience 


tr 


£ How now? 
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perience of her, when ſhe's going, let her go. For no 


Matrimony is tough enough to hold her, and if ſhe can't 


drag her Anchor along with her, ſhe'll break her Cable, 


I can tell you that. Who's. here? the Madman ? 
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SCENE The Loſe. 


VALENTINE, SCANDAL, Sir SAMP3 ON, ANG E- 
Lica, Fore s1cHT, Mrs. Fo RESIOUT, TAr- 
TLE, Mrs. FaA 1 L, BEN, JEREMY, Buck RAM. 


VALENTINE. 


under my Hand. 
Sir SAMPSON, 


VALENTINE. 
Sir, Tm come to acknowledge wy Errors, and ask 
your Pardon. 


Sir SAMPSON. 


What, have you found your Senſes at laſt "EY ? In 


good time, Sir. 
VALENTINE. 
You were abus'd, Sir; I never was dictracted. 
FORESIGHT. 
How! not mad Mr. Scandal. 
SCANDAL. 
No really, Sir; * m his Witneſs, it was all Counter- 


feit. 


YVALENTIN E. 
I thought I had Reaſons-------But it was a poor Con- 


trivance, the Effect has ſhewn it ſuch. 


Vol. II. H Sir 


O; here's the Fool; and if Occaſian be, I'll give i 
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Sr SAMPSON. 3 
Contrivance? what, to cheat me? to cheat your Father! 


Sirrah, could you hope to proſper ? 
VALENTINE. 
Indeed, I thought, Sir, when the Father endeavoured 
to undo the Son, it was a reaſonable return of Nature. 
Sir S A MPS O. 
V good, Sir Mr. Buckram, are you ready — 


Come, Sir, will you ſign and ſeal? 
FALENTINE, 


If you pleaſe, Sir; but firſt I would ask this Lady one 


Queſtion, 
Sir SAMPSON. 55 
Sir, you mult ack me leave firſt: That Lady ? No, Sir; 
you ſhall ask that Lady no Queſtions, till you have ask'd 
her Bleſſing, Sir; that Lady is to be my Wife. 
VALENTINE. 
I have heard as much, Sir; but I wou'd have it from 


her own Mouth. 


Sir SA MPS O N. 
That's as much as to ſay, I lye, Sir, and you don't 


believe what I ſay. 
VALENTINE. 
Pardon me, Sir. But I reffect that I very lately coun- 
terfeited Madneſs ; I don't know bat the Frolic may go 


round. 
Sir SAMPSON. 
Come, Chuck, ſatisfy him, anſwer him; — Come, 
Mr. Buckram, the Pen and Ink. 
BUCKRAM. 


Here it is, Sir, with the Deed ; all is ready. 
{Val. goes to Ang. 


ANGELICA. 
Tis true, you have a great while pretended Love to 


me; nay, what if you were ſincere ? Still you muſt par- 
don 


- 
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don me, if I thin my own Inclinations have a better 
Right to diſpoſe of my Perſon, than yours. 
| Sir S 4 MS O M. 
Are you anſwer d now, Sir? 
ä VALENTINES 


. Yes, Sir. | 
Sir SAMPSON, 
Where's your Plot, Sir? and your Contrivance, now, 
Sir? Will you ſign, Sir ? Come, will you fign and ſeal ? 
VALENTINE. 
With all my Heart, Sir. 
| SCANDAL. 
'Sdeath, you are not mad indeed, to ruin yourſelf? 
VVV 
I have been diſappointed of my ouly Hope; and he 
that loſes Hope may part with any thing I never valu'd 
Fortune, but as it was ſubſervient to my Pleatirez and 
my only Pleaſure was to pleaſe this Lady: I have made 
many vain Attempts, and find at laſt that nothing bur : ny 


Ruin aan effect it: Which, for that Reaſon, I wail ſign | 


to —Give me the Paper. | 
24 ANGELICA. 
Generous Valentine! | LAlide. 
|  BUCKRAM. | 
Here is the Deed, Sir. 
VALENTINE. 
But where is the Bond, by which I am obliged to fign 


this? 
|  BUCKRAM. 
Sir Sampſon, you have it. 
ANGELIC 4. 
No, Thave it; and UIl uſe it, as I would every thing 
that is an Enemy to Valentine [ Tears the Faper, 
1 Sir S A MPS Ou. 


How now! | N 
H 2 A. 
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FALE NTINE.. 


ANGELI 0 A. 
Had T the World to give you, it cou'd not make me 
worthy of ſo generous and faithful a Paſſion: Here's my 
Hand, my Heart was always yours, and ſtruggled very 
hard to make this utmoſt Trial of your Virtue. [ Zo Val. 
VALENTINE. LE 
Between Pleaſure and Amazement, I am loſt—— But 
on my Knees I take the Bleſſing. 
Sir S4MPSOMN.- 
Oons, what is the Meaning of this ? 
B E N. 
Meſs, here* s the Wind chang'd again. F ater, you and 
J may take a Voyage together now. | 
ANGELICA. 
Well, Sir Sampſon, ſince I have plaid you a Trick, I'll 
adviſe you how you may avoid ſuch another, Learn to 
be a good Father, or you'll never get a ſecond Wife. I 
always loved your Son, and hated your unforgiving Na- 
ture. I was reſolv'd to try him to the utmoſt ; I have 
try'd you too, and know you both. You have not more 
Faults than he has Virtues ; and 'tis hardly more Pleaſure 
to me, that I can make him and ing happy, than that 
I can puniſh you. 
VALENTINE. 
If my Happineſs cou'd receive Addition, this kind Sur- 
priſe wou'd make it double. a 
Sir SAMPSON. 
Oons you're a Crocodile. 
FORESIGHT. 
Really, Sir Sampſon, this is a ſudden Eclipſe. 
Sir SAMPSON. 
You're an illiterate old Fool, and I'm another. 


TATTLE. 
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If the Gentleman is in Diſorder for wi of a Wife, I 


can ſpare him mine, Oh are you there, Sir? I'm in- 


| debted to you for my Happineſs. [To Jeremy. 


FEREMY. : 

Sir, I ask you ten thouſand Pardons, twas an arrant 
Miſtake---You ſee, Sir, my Maſter was never mad, nor 
any thing like it -- Then how cou'd it be otherwiſe ? 

FALENTINE. 

Tattle, T thank you; you would have interpoſed be- 
tween me and Heav'n; but Providence laid Purgatory in 
your way You have but Juſtice. 

SCANDAL, 

T hear the Fiddles that Sir Sampſon provided for his 
own Wedding; methinks *tis pity they ſhou'd not be em- 
ploy'd when the Match is ſo much mended. Valentine, 
tho” it be Morning, we may have a Dance. 

VALENTINE. 

Any Ming. my Friend, every ching that looks like 

Joy ad ee pane 


$SCANDAL. 
Call” em, Feremy: 
AE Lie. 

i . done diſſembling now, Valentine; and if that 
Coldneſs which I have always worn before you ſhould turn 
to an extreme Fondneſs you muſt not ſuſpect it. 

VALENTINE. 

P11 prevent that Suſpicion—— For I intend todote to 
that immoderate Degree, that your Fondneſs ſhall never 
diſtinguiſh itſelf enough to be taken notice of. If ever 
you ſeem to love too much, it muſt be only when I can't 
love enough. 

ANGELIT 0 A. 
Have a care of Promiſes ; you know you are apt to run 


more in Debt than you are able to pay. 
| M4 - A. 
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VALENTINE. 
Therefore 1 yield my Body as your . and make 
your beſt on't. 
ene. 3 
The Mufic ſays for yo". [Dance. 
0 SCANDAL. 

Well, Madam, you have done exemplary Juſtice i in pu- 
niſhing an inhuman Father, and rewarding a faithful Lo- 
ver: But there is a third good Work, which I, in par- 
ticular, muſt thank you for; I was an Infidel to your 
Sex, and you have converted me. For now I am con- 
vinc'd that all Women are not like Fortune, blind in be- 
flowing Favours, either on thoſe who do not merit, or r who 
do not want 'em. 

ANGEL I Crd. | 

Tis an unreaſonable Accuſation, that you lay upon our 
Sex: You tax us with Injuſtice, only to cover your own 
want of Merit. You would all have the Reward of Love; 
but ſew have the Conſtancy to ſtay till it becomes your 
Due. Men are generally Hypocrites and Infidels, they 
pretend to worſhip, but have neither Zeal nor Faith: 
How few, like Valentine, would perſevere even to Mar- 
tyrdom, and ſacrifice their Intereſt to their Conſtancy ! In 


admiring me, you miſplace the Novelty. 


The Miracle to-day is, that we find | 
A Lever true: Not that a Womau's find. 


EPILOGUE. 


Spoken at the Opening of the New-Houſe, 


By Mrs. Bracegirdle. 


SY R E Providence at fir/t deſign'd this Place 
To be the Player's Refuge in Diſtreſs ; 

For flill in every Storm, they all run hither, 

As to a Shed, that ſbields em from the Weather. 

But thinking of this Change which laſt befel us, 

It's Ike what I have heard our Poets tell us: 

For when behind our Scenes their Suits are pleading, 

To help their Love, ſometimes they ſhaw their Reading: 

And wanting ready Caſh to pay for Hearts, 

They top their Learning on us, and their Parts. 

Once of Phileſephers they told us Stories, 

Whom, as I think, they calPd---Py---Pythagories, 

Tm ſure "tis ſome ſuch Latin Name they give em, 

And we, who know no better, muſt believe em. 

Naw to theſe Men (ſay they) ſuch Souls were giv'n, 

That after Death, n&er went to Hell, nor Heav'n, 

But liv'd, 1 know not how, in Beaſts ; and then 

When many Years were paſt, in Men again, 

Methinks, we Players reſemble ſuch a Soul ; 


| That does from Bodies, we from Houſes ſtrate. 


K 4 | Thus 


EPILOGUE. 


Thus ) Keith Soul, of old that was, 
2 © May now be damn'd to animate an Aſs ; 
Or in this very Houſe, for ought we know, 
Js doing painful Penance in ſome Beau: | 
And thus, our Audience, which did once reſort , © 
To ſhining Theatres to ſee our Sport, 
Now find us toſs d into a Tennis- Court. 
Theſe Walls but other Day were fill'd with Noiſe 
/ Roaring Gameſters, and your Damme Boys; 
Then bounding Balls and Rackets they encompaſt, 
And now they're fill d with Teſts, and Flights, and 
Bombaſt ! 

t vow, I don't much lite this 8 
St roling from Place io Place, by Circulation; 5 
Grant Heav'n, we don't return to our firſt Station. 
J know not what theſe think, but for my part, 
1 can't reflect without an aking Heart, | c 
Few we ſbou'd end in our Original, a Cart. 
But Te can't fear, ſince you're ſo good to ſave us, 
That you have only jet us up, to leave us. 
Tous from the poſt, we e hope for future 888 
I beg at — 

And fome here know I have a begging FRE 
T hen pray continue this your kind Behaviour, 
For a clear Stage won't do, without your Faveur. 
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ts Her Royal Highneſs the 
PRINCESS. 


AD A M, 
7 Fo 2 i HAT hi gh station, which * | 
Sf... 1&-} Your Birth You hold above the 
'E | People, exacts from every one, 


5 are * of Paying to Your Royal 
Highneſs : But that more exalted Place, ro 
which Your Virtues have rais'd You, above 
the reſt of Princes, makes the Tribute 
of our Admiration and Praiſe, rather a 
Choice more immediately preventing that 
Duty. 
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The Epi FA Dedi catory. 


The Public Gratitude is ever founded 
on a Public Benefit; ; and what is univer- 
mlfy Bleſs'd, is always an univerſal Bleſ- 


fing. Thus from Yourſelf we derive the 
ag which we bring; and that In- 


cenſe which ariſes to Your Name, only 
returns to its Original, and but naturally 


requites the Parent of its Being. 
From hence it is that this Poem, con- 


ſtituted on a Moral, whoſe End is to re- 
commend and to encourage Virtue, of 
conſequence has recourſe to Your Royal 
Highneſs's Patronage; aſpiring to - caſt 
itſelf beneath Your Feet, and declining 
Approbation, *till You ſhall condeſcend to 
own it, and vouchſafe to ſhine upon it as 
on a Creature of Your Influence. | 

_*Tis from the Example of Princes that 


Virtue becomes a Faſhion in the People, 
for even they who are averſe to Inſtruction, 


will yet be fond of Imitation. 
But there are Multitudes, who never 
can have Means nor Opportunities of ſo 
near 
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near an Acceſs, as to partake of the Be- 
nefit of ſuch Examples. And to theſe, 

Tragedy, which diſtinguiſhes itſelf from the 
Vulgar Poetry by the Dignity of its Cha- 
racters, may be of Uſe and Information, 
For they who are at that Diſtance from 
original Greatneſs, as to be depriv'd of 
the Happineſs of contemplating the Per- 
fections and real Excellencies of Your 
Royal Highneſs's Perſon in Your Court, 
may yet behold ſome ſmall Sketches and 
Imagings of the Virtues of Your Mind, 
abſtracted and repreſented on the The- 
atre. 

Thus Poets are inſtructed. and inſtruct; 3 
not alone by Precepts which perſuade, but 
alſo by Examples which illuſtrate. Thus 
is Delight interwoven with Inſtruction: 
when not only Virtue is Preſcrib d, but 
alſo repreſented. 

But if we are aclighted with the Live- 
lineſs of a feign'd Repreſentation of Great 


and Good Perſons and their Actions, how 
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muſt we be charm'd with beholding the 
Perſons themſelves? If one or two excel- 
ling Qualities, barely. touch'd in the fingle 
Action and ſmall Compaſs of a Play, can 
warm an Audience, with a Concern and 
Regard even for the ſeeming Succeſs and 
Proſperity of the Actor; with what Zeal 
muſt the Hearts of all be fill'd;, for the 
continued and increaſing Happineſs of 
thoſe, who are the true and living In- 
ſtances of elevated and perfiſting Virtue ? 
Even the Vicious themſelves muſt have a 
ſecret Veneration for ' thoſe peculiar Graces 
and Endowments, which are daily ſo emi- 
nently conſpicuous in Tout Royal High- 
neſs; and though repining, feel a Pleat, ure 
which in ſpite of Envy they per-force ap- 


prove. 
If in this Piece, humbly offer'd to Your 
Royal Highneſs, there ſhall appear the 
Reſemblance of any of thoſe many Excel- 
lencies which You ſo promiſcuouſly poſſeſs, 
to be drawn ſo as to merit Your leaſt Ap- 
probation, 
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probation, it has the End and Accompliſh- 
ment of its Deſign. And however imper- 
fect it may be in the Whole, through the 
Inexperience or Incapacity of the Author, 
yet, if there is ſo much as to convince 
Your Royal Highneſs, that- a Play may be 
with Induſtry ſo diſpos'd (in ſpite of the 
licentious Practice of the Modern Theatre) 
as to become ſometimes an Innocent, and 
not Unprofitable Entertainment; it will 
abundantly gratify the Ambition, and re- 
compenſe the * of, | 


Your Rout — 


Moſt Obedient, and 


William Congreve. 


* LO GU E. 
Spoken by Mr. BETTERTON.. 


T HE Time has been when Plays were noi 1 plny, 
And a leſs Number new would well content ye. 
New Plays 47 then lite Almanacks appear; 1 
And one was thought ſufficient. for a'Year » > 

Tho' they are more lite Almanacks of late; 

For in one Year, I think, they're out of Date. 

Nor were they without Reaſon Join'd together ; 

For juſt as one prognoſticates the Weather, 

How plentiful the Crop, or ſcarce the Grain, 

What Peals of Thunder, and what Show'rs of Rain; 
So other can foretel, by certain Rules, 

What Crops of Coxcombs, or what Floods of Fools. 

In ſuch lite Prophecies were Poets Skill d, 

Which now they find in their own Tribe fulfill d. 

The Dearih of Wit they did ſo long preſage, 

Is falPn on us, and almoſt flarves the Stage. 

Were you not griev'd, as often as you ſaw 

Poor Actors thraſh ſuch empty Sheafs of Straw 9 
Toiling and lat”ring at their Lungs Expence, 
To fart a Feſt, or force a little Senſe. 

Hard Fate for us ! ſtill harder in th' Event; 
Our Author's Sin, but we alone Repent. 7 
Still 


PROLOGUE. 


Still they proceed, and, at our Charge, write worſt 3 
"Twere ſome Amends if they could reimburſe: —- 
But there's the Devil, tho their Cauſe is loft, 
There's no recov'ring Damages or Coſt. 

Good Wits, forgive this Liberty we take, 

Since Cuſtom gives the Loſers leave to ſpeak, 
But if, proved, your dreadful Wrath remains, 
Take you Revenge upon the coming Scenes: 
For that danw'd Poet's ſpar'd who damns a Brother, 
As one Thief ſcapes that executes another. 

Thus far alone does to the Wits relate 

But from the re/t we hope a better Fate, 

To pleaſe and move has been our Poet's Theme, 
Art may direct, but Nature is his Aim ; 

And Nature miſs'd, in vain he boaſts his Art, 
For only Nature can affe#t the Heart. 

Then freely judge the Scenes that ſhall enſue» 

But as with Freedom, judge with Candour too. 
He wou'd not bſe thro Prejudice his Cauſe ; 
Nor wou'd obtain precariouſly Applauſe, 
Impartial Cenſure he requeſts from all, 

Prepar'd by juſt Decrees to land or fall. 
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Drama- 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 

Manuel, the King of Granada. Mr. Verbrupgen. 
Gorfſalez, his Favourite. | Mr. Sanford. 
Garcia, Son to Gonſalex. . Mr. Scudamour. 
Perez, Captain of the Guards. Mr. Freeman. 
Alonzo, an Officer, Creature to — Mr. Arnold. 
Ojmyn, a noble Priſoner. 5 Mr. Betterton. 
Heli, a Priſoner, bis Friend. | Mr. Bowman, 
Selim, an Eunuch. Mr. Baily, * 


WOMEN. 


Almeria, the Princeſs of Granada. Mrs. Bracegirale. 
Zara, à Captive Queen. Mrs. Barry. 
Leonora, chief Attendant on the Princeſs. Mrs. Bowmer. 


Nomen, E 3 and Mutes attending Tara, 
Guards, &c. | 
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8 4 Roou of STATE. 
The Curtain riſing ſtrwly to ſoft Muſic, diſcovers 


ALMERIA in Mourning, LEONORA 
waiting in Mourning. 


After th Mufic, ALMERIA riſes from her Chair 


and comes AN 


1 4 LMERIA. | L 
sc has Charms to ſooth a rage 
9kR7, EY Breaſt, 


& & To ſoften Rocks, or head a knotted Oak. 
2) I've read that things inanimate have mov'd, 

And, as with Beg Souls, have been in- 

form'd, 

By Magic Numbers and perſuaſive Sound. 


What 


188 The MouRNING BRIDE. 
What then am I? am I more ſenſeleſs grown 
Than Trees, or Flint? O force of conſtant Woe! 
Tis not in Harmony to calm my Griefs: 
Anſeimo ſleeps, and is at Peace; laſt Night 
The filent Tomb receiv'd the good old King ; 
He and his Sorrows now are ſafely lodg'd 
Within its cold, but hoſpitable Boſom. 
Why am not I at Peace? 
ERDONORS » 
Dear Madam, ceaſe 
Or moderate your Griefs; there is no Cauſe — 
ALMERIFA 
No Cauſe ! Peace, Peace; there is Eternal Cauſe, 
And Miſery Eternal will ſucceed. 
Thou canſt not tell- - thou haſt indeed no Cauſe, 
LEONORAT 
Believe me, Madam, I lament Auſelmo, 
And always did compaſſionate his Fortune 
Have often wept, to ſee how cruelly 
Your Father kept in Chains his Fellow-King : 
And oft at Night, when all have. been retir'd, 
Have ftol'n from Bed, and to his Priſon crept ; 
Where, while his Goaler ſlept, I thro' the Grate 
Have ſoftly whiſper'd, and inquir'd his Health; 
Sent in my Sighs and Pray rs for his Deliv*rance ; 
For Sighs and Pray'rs were all that I cou'd offer. 
ALMERIA. 
Indeed thou haſt a foft and gentle Nature, 
"That thus cou'dſt melt to ſee a Stranger's Wrongs. 
O Leonora, hadit thou known Anſelmo, | 
How wou'd thy Heart have bled to ſee his Suff rings. 
Thou hadſt no Cauſe, but general Compaſſion. 
LEONORA. 
Love of my Royal Miſtreſs gave me Cauſe, 


My Love of you begot my Grief for him; , 
| | | or 
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For I had heard that when the Chance of War 
Had bleſs d An ſelmo's Arms with Victory, 
And the rich Spoil of all the Field, and you, 
The Glory of the whole, were made the Prey 
Of his Succeſs; that then, in ſpite of Hate, 
Revenge, and that Hereditary Feud 
Between Valentia's and Granada 's Kings, 
He did indear himſelf to your Affection, 
By all the worthy and indulgent Ways 
His moſt induſtrious Goodneſs cou'd invent; 
Propoſing by a Match between Alphonſo 
His Son, the brave YValentia Prince, and you, 
To end the long Diſſenſion, and unite 
The jarring Crowns. 
 ALMERI 4. 
 * Alphonſo! O Alphonſo! 
Thou too art quiet&—long haſt been at Peace 
Both, both Father and Son are now no more. 
Then why am I? O when ſhall I have Reſt ? 
Why do I live to ſay you are no more? 
Why are all theſe Things thus——Is it of Force? 
Is there Neceſſity, I muſt be miſerable ? 
Is it of Moment to the Peace of Heay'n 
That I ſhou'd be afflicted thus? If not, 
Why is it thus contriv'd ? Why are things laid 
By ſome unſeen Hand, ſo, as of ſure Conſequence, 
They muſt to me bring Curſes, Grief of Heart, 
The laſt Diſtreſs of Life, and ſure Deſpair ? 
LEONORA. 
Alas, you ſearch too far, and think too deeply. 
ALMERTA. 
Why was I carry'd to Anſelmo's Court? 
Or there, why was I us'd ſo tenderly ? 
Why not ill treated, like an Enemy PS 
For ſo my Father wou'd have us'd * Child. 
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O Alphonſo, Alphonſo ! 
Devouring Seas have waſh'd thee from my Sight, 
No Time ſhall raſe thee from my Memory; 
No, I will live to be thy Monument: - 
The cruel Ocean is no more thy Tomb: 
But in my Heart thou art interr*d ; there, there; 
Thy dear Reſemblance is for ever fix'd ; 
My Love, my Lord, my Husband till, tho' loſt, | 
LEONORA. 
Husband ! O Heav'ns! 
| ALMERIA. 
Alas! What have I ſaid ? 
My Grief has hurry'd me beyond all Thought. 
I wou'd have kept that Secret; though I know 
Thy Love and Faith to me deſerve all Confidence, 
But 'tis the Wretch's Comfort ſtill to have | 
Some ſmall Reſerve of near and inward Woe, 
Some unſuſpected Hoard of darling Grief, 
Which they unſeen may wail, and weep and „ 
And .Glutton-like alone devour. 
| LEONORA. 
Indeed 


ALMERIA. 

O no, thou know'ſt not half, 
Know'ſt nothing of my Sorrows if thou didit 
If I ſhou' d tell thee, wou'dſt thou pity me? 
Tell me: I know thou wou'dſt, thou art compaſſionate. 

| LE ONO RA. 
Witneſs theſe Tears — 
ALMERIA. | 
I thank thee — Leonora, 

Indeed I do, for pitying thy ſad Miſtreſs : 
For, 'tis, alas, the poor Prerogative 
Of Greatneſs, to be wretched and unpitied 


I knew not this. 


But 
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But I did promiſe I would tell thee — What? 
My Miſeries ? Thou doſt already know em: 
And when I told thee thou didſt nothing know, 


It was becauſe thou didſt not know Aiphonßo: 


For to have known my Loſs, thou muſt have known 
His Worth, his Truth, and Tenderneſs of Love. 
LEONO RA. 
The Memory of that brave Prince ſtands fair 
In all Report 8 
And J have heard imperſeftly kia Loſs s 
But fearful to renew your Troubles paſt, 
I never did preſume to ask the Story. 
ALMERIA. 
If for my ſwelling Heart I can, III tell thee. 
] was a welcome Captive in Valentia, 
Ev'n on the Day when Manuel, my Father, 


Led on his conqu' ring Troops, high as the Gates 


Of King Auſelmo's Palace; which in Rage, 

And Heat of War, and dire Revenge, he fir d. 
The good King flying to avoid the Flames, 
Started amidſt his Foes, and made Captivity 
His fatal Refuge Wou'd that J had fall'n 
Amid thoſe Flames — but twas not ſo decreed. 
Alphonſo, who foreſaw my Father's Cruelty, 


Had born the Queen and me on board a Ship 


Ready to fail 3 and when this News was brought 

We put to Sea, but being betray'd by ſome 

Who knew our Flight, we cloſely were purſu'd, 

And almoſt taken; when a ſudden Storm 

Drove us, and thoſe that follow'd, on the Coaſt 

Of Afric> There our Veſlel truck the Shore, 

And bulging gainſt a Rock was daſh'd in Pieces. 

But Heav'n ſpar'd me for yet much more Affliction! 

Conducting them who follow'd us, to ſhun 
| The 
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The Shoal, and ſave me floating on the Waves, 
While the good Queen and my 4/phon/o periſh'd, 
LEONORA. 
Alas! were you then wedded to Alphonso? 
ALMERIA. 
That Day, that fatal Day, our Hands were join'd ; 
For when my Lord beheld the Ship purſuing, 
And ſaw her Rate ſo far exceeding ours; 
He came to me, and begg'd me by my Love, 
I wou'd conſent the Prieſt ſhou'd make us one ; 
That whether Death or Victory enſu'd, 
I might be his, beyond the Power of Fate; 
The Queen too did aſſiſt his Suit granted; 
And in one Day, was wedded, and a Widow. 
LEONO RA. 
Indeed twas mournful 
ALMERIA. 
*'Twas—— as I have told thee 
For which I mourn, and will for ever mourn ; 
Nor will I change theſe black and diſmal Robes, 
Or ever dry theſe ſwoln and watry Eyes; 
Or ever taſte Content, or Peace of Heart, 
While I have Life, and Thought of my Alpbonſs. 
LEONORA. 
Look down, good Heav'n, with Pity on her cations, 
And grant, that Time may bring her ſome Relief. 
ALMERIA. | 
O no! Time gives increaſe to my AMiQions, 
The circling Hours that gather all the Woes, 
Which are diffas'd thro' the revolving Year, 
Come heavy laden with th' oppreſſing Weight, 
To me; with me, ſucceſſively, they leave 
The Sighs, the Tears, the Groans, the reſtleſs Cues, 
And all the — of Grief, that did retard their Flight; 


They 
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They ſhake their downy Wings, and ſcatter all 
be dire collected Dews on my poor Head; 
Then fly with Joy and Swiftneſs from me. 
| LEONORA. 
Hark ! 
The diſtant Shouts proclaim your Father s Triumph ; 
DLS at a diſſauce. 
O ceaſe, for Heaven's fake, aſſwage. 
This Torrent of your Grief; for, hk I ont, 
*Twill urge his Wrath, to ſee you drown'd in Tears, 
When Joy appears in every other Face. 
ALMER IA 
And Joy he brings to ev'ry other Heart, 
But double, double Weight of Woe to mine: 
For with him Garcia comes Garcia, to whom 
I muſt be ſacrific'd, and all the Vows . 
I gave my dear Alphonſo baſely broken. 
No, it ſhall never be; for I will die, 
Firſt, die ten thouſand Deaths----Look down, look down, 
[ Kneels. 
Albbonſs, hear the ſacred Vow I make * 
One Moment, ceaſe to gaze on perfect Bliſs, 
And bend thy glorious Eyes to Earth and me ; 
And thou Anſelmo, if yet thou art arriv'd 
Thro' all Impediments of purging Fire, | 
To that bright Heav'n, where my Alphonſo reigns, 
Behold thou alſo, and attend my Vow. 
If ever I do yield, or give Conſent, 
By any Action, Word or Thought, to wed 
Another Lord; may then juſt Heav'n ſhow'r down 
Unheard of Curſes on me, greater far | a 
(If ſuch there be in angry Heav'n's Vengeance) 
Than any J have yet endur d And now. [Rifong. 
My Heart has ſome Relief; my wel 
You. II. | ." gs 
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Diſcharg'd this Debt, incumbent on my Love. 
Yet one thing more I wou'd engage from the. 
D. @: NO N i165 PE 
My Heart, my Life and Will, are only yours. 
i £ LM ELM. 
I thank thee. *Tis but this; anon; When all 
Are-rap'd and bufied in the general Joy, 
Thou wilt withdraw, and privately. with me 
Steal forthe to viſit good Anſelmos Tomb. 
: LION ORA. | 
Alas! I fear ſome fatal Reſolution. 
ILM E RIA. 
No, on my Life, my Faith, I mean no Ill, ; 
Nor Violence. I feel myſelf more lghe, hes 


And more at large; fince I have made this Vow. 
Perhaps I would repeat it there more ſolemnly. 
Tis that, or fome ſuch melancholy Thought, 
wo my Word, no more. b 1 
: ILIE ONO RA. 

. I will attend you. 


% 
ö 


75 H E Lord — © comes to tell your Highneſs 
The King is juſt arriv'd. 
JLMERIA. 
f Conduct him in. [Exit Alon. 
That's his Pretence 3 his Errand is, I know, | 
To 
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o fill my Ears with Gareia's valiant Deeds; 
And gild and magnify his Son's Exploits. 


But I am arm'd with Ice around my Heart, 5 
Not to be warm'd with Words, or idle Eloquence. 
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GonSALE Z, ALMERIA, LEONORA, 


FEONSALRYZ. 


Bien Day of your long Life like this. 


The Sun, bright Conqueſt, and your brighter Eyes, 
Have all conſpir'd to blaze promiſcuous Light, 
And bleſs this Day with moſt unequal'd Luſtre, 
Your Royal Father, my ViQorious Lord, 
Loaden with Spoils andever-living Laurel, | 
Is entring now in Martial Pomp the Palace, = 
Five handred Mules precede his ſolemn March, 
Which groan beneath the Weight of Moor; Wealth! 
Chariots of War, adorn'd with glittering Gems, 
Succeed ; and next, a hundred neighing Steeds, 
White as the fleecy Rain on Alpine Hills; 
That bound and foam, and champ the golden Bit, 
As they diſdain'd the Victory they grace. 
Priſoners of War in ſhining Fetters follow; 
And Captains of the nobleſt Blood of Afric 


sweat by his Chariot Wheel, and lick and grind, 


With gnaſhing Teeth, the Duſt his Triumphs rai e. 
The ſwarming Populace ſpread every Wall, 
And cling, as if with Claws they did enforce 
Their Hold, thro' clifted Stones, ſtretching and ſtariag, 
As if they were all Eyes, and every Limb | 

1 Would 
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Would feed its Faculty of Admiration 
While you alone retire, and ſhun this Sight : bs 
This Sight, which is indeed not ſeen (tho ates > | 
The Multitude ſhould gaze) in Abſence of your Eyes. 
ALMERIA. 
My Lord, my Eyes ungratefully behold 
The gilded Trophies of exterior Honours, 
Nor will my Ears be charm'd with ſounding Words, 
Or pompous Phraſe ; the Pageantry of Souls. 
But that my Father is return'd in Safety, 
I bend to Heav'n with Thanks. 
CONSALEZ. 
Excellent Princeſs ? 
But tis a Task unfit for my weak Age, 
With dying Words to offer at your Praiſe. 
Garcia, my Son, your Beauty s loweſt Slave, 
Has better done; in proving with his Sword 
The Foree and Influence of yonr matchleſs Charms. 
ALMERIA. 
I doubt not of the Worth of Garcia s Deeds, 
Which had been brave, tho” I had ne er been born. 
LEO NORA. 
Madam, the King. ¶ Fhuriſb. 
| ALMERIA. 
My Women. I would meet him. 
[ Atendants to Almeria enter in Mourning, 


SCENE 
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SCENE . 


Symphony of Warlik Mufic. Enter gy" King, tv by 
Garcia and ſeveral Officers. Files of Priſoners in Chains, 
and Guards, who are ranged in Order round the Stage. 
Almeria meets the King, and Ineels; afterwards Gon- 
ſalez kneels and kiſſes the King's Hand, while Garcia 
does the ſame to the Princeſs. 


„„ -- . 

Alu riſe my beſt Gonſalex, riſe. 
What, Tears! my good old Friend | ——— 
GONSALE Z. 
But Tears of 8 
Believe me, Sir, to ſee you thus has flld 
My Eyes with more Delight than they -can hold. 
e. 
By Heay'n thou lov'ſt me, and Pm pleas'd thou doſſ: 
Take it for Thanks, old Man, that I rejoice 
To ſee thee weep on this Occaſion - ſome 
Here are, who ſeem to mourn at our Succeſs ! 
Why is't, Almeria, that you meet our Eyes, 
Upon this folemn Day, in theſe fad Weeds ? 
In Oppoſition to my Brightneſs, you 
And yours are all like Daughters of Affliction. 
ALMERIA, 
Forgive me, Sir, if I in this offend, 

The Year, which I have vow'd to pay to Heav'n 
In Mourning and ſtriẽt Life, for my Deliverance 
Fram Wreck and Death, wants yet to be expired. 


I 3 | K TVC. 
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KING. * 

Your Zeal to Heay'n is great, fo is your Debt: 3 
Vet ſomething too is due to me, who gave | 
That Life, which Heav'n preſer'd. A Day beſtow's 
In Filial Duty, had aton'd and giv'n 
A Diſpenſation to your Vow No more. 

'T'was weak and wilful— and a Woman's Error. 

Yet upon "Thought, it doubly wounds my Sight, 
To ſee that Sable worn upon the Day 
Succeeding that, in which our deadlieſt Foe, - 

Hated 4n/e/mo, was interr'd=—— By Heav'n, 
It looks as thou didſt mourn for him: Juſt ſo, 

Thy ſenſeleſs Vow appear'd to bear its Date, 

Not from that Hour wherein thou wert preſery'd, 

But that wherein the curs'd Alphonſo periſn'd, 

Ha ? What? thou doſt not weep to think of that ? 

GONSALE Z. 
Have Patience, Royal Sir; the Princeſs weeps 

To have offended you. If Fate decreed, 

One pointed Hour ſhould be 4/phonſo's Loſs, 

And her Deliverance; is ſhe to blame ? 

ö 
I tell thee ſhe's to blame, not to have feaſted 

When my firſt Foe was laid in Earth, fuch Enmity, 

Such Deteſtation, bears my Blood to bias ; 

My Daughter ſhould have revell'd at his Death, 

She ſhould have made theſe Palace Walls to ſhake, 

And all this high and ample Roof to ring 

With her Rejoicings. What, to mourn, and weep | 

Then, then to weep, and pray, and grieve ? By Heav'n, 

There's not a Slave, a ſhackled Slave of mine, 

But ſhould have ſmil'd that Hour, through all his Care, 

And ſhook his Chains in Tranſport and rude Harmony. 


\ 
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GONSALESZ. 
What ſhe has done, was in Exceſs of Goodaels x 

| Betray'd by too much Piety, to ſeem 

| As if ſhe had offended Sure, no more. 
=. K I'N G. 

To ſeem is to commit, at this Conjuncture. 

I wonot have a ſeeming Sorrow ſeen 
To day — Retire, diveſt yourſelf with Speed 
Of that Offenſive Black; on me be all 
The Violation of your Vow: For you, 
It mall be your Excuſe, that I command it. 
GAR CIA knetling, 
Your Pardon, Sir, if I preſume ſo far, 
As to remind you of your gracious Promiſe, 
K 1 NG. | 
Riſe, Garcia Il forgot. Yet ſtay, pM 
ALMERIA, 
My koding Heart What is your Pleaſure, vie f 
NEIN.. 

. near, and give your Hand; and 5 yours: 
Receive this Lord, as one whom I have found 
Worthy to be your Husband, and my Son. 

GARCIA. 

Thus let me kneel to take O not to 3 
But to devote, and yield myſelf for ever 
The Slave and Creature of my Royal Miſtreſs. 

G ON SALE Z. 7 a 

O let me proſtrate pay my worthleſs Thanks — 

K 1 IN G. | | 

No more; my Promiſe long ſince paſs'd, thy Services, 
And Garcia's well-try'd Valour, all oblige ME. - . 
This Day we triumph ; but to-morrow's Sun, 
Garcia, ſhall ſhine to grace thy Nuptials ——— 

| Li LMERIA, | 


Oh! | [ Faints. 
I 4 GA R- 
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GAR C IIA. 
She faints ! help to ſupport her. © 
E ONSALE 2. 
She recovers. 
| KING. 
A Fit of Bridal Fear: How is't, Almeria p 
ALMERIA. 
A ſudden Chilneſs ſeizes on my Spirits. 
Your Leave, Sir, to retire, 
XING. | 
Garcia, Conduct her. 
[Garcia lead. Ma to the Door, and returns, 
This idle Vow hangs on her Woman's Fears, 
Fil have a Prieſt ſhall preach her from her Faith, 
And make it Sin not to renounce that Vow ” 
Which I'd have broken, Now, what would Alonzo?  * 


> , 


SCENE V. 


Kin, Gonsalgz, GARCIA, ALONZO, Attendants, - 


* OUR beauteous Captive, Zara, is arriv'd, 
And with a Train as if ſhe ſtill were Wife 
To Abucacim, and the Moor had conquer'd. 
K I NG. 
It is our Will ſhe ſhould be ſo attended. | 
Bear hence theſe Priſoners. Garcia, which 1s he, 


hoſ, Valour you relate ſuch Wonders ? | 
Of whoſe mute * [Priſoners ted of, 


GT 4 R- 


| GARCIA. 
Q fin, who led the Mooriſb Horſe ; but he, 
Great Sir, at her Requeſt, attends on Zara. 
1 X ING. 
He is your Priſoner; as you pleaſe diſpoſe him. 
| GARCIA. | 
I would oblige him, but he ſhuns my Kindneſs; 
And with a haughty Mien, and ftern Civility, 
Dumbly declines all Offers : If he ſpeak, 
Tis ſcarce above a Word; as he were born 
Alone to do, and did diſdain to talk ; 
At leaſt, to talk where he muſt not command. 
XING. | 
Such Sullenneſs, and in a Man ſo brave, 
Muſt have ſome other Cauſe than his Captivity. 
Did Zara, then, requeſt he might attend her ? 
| GARCIA. | 
My Lord, ſhe did. | 
reap KING. 
That, join'd with his Behaviour, 
Begets a Doubt. I'd have em watch'd ; perhaps 
Her Chains hang heavier on him than his own. 


1 5 SCENT 
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SCENE VI. 
o . . 


Kino, Goy$4alzz, Garcia, ALonzo, Zara ard 
Os ux bound, coududted by PEREZ and @ Guard, and 
attended by SB LIN and ſeveral Mutes aud Eunuchs in a 
dtn. . | Fl Bo See 
ET 7 TOTO. 
wW HAT Welcome, and what Honours, beauteous 
Zara, "HM 
A King and Congueror can give, are yours. 
A Conqueror indeed, wherg you are won ; 
Who with ſuch Luſtre ſtrike admiring Eyes, | 
That had our Pomp been with your "of grac'd, 
Th expecting Crowd had been deceiv'd; and ſeen 
Their Monarch enter not Friumphant, but 
In pleaſing Triumph led; your Beauty's Slave. 
| 1» Liab RY: * 
If Lon any Terms could condeſcend 
To like Captivity, or think thoſe Honours, 
Which Conquerors in Courteſy beſtow, ; 
Of equal Value with unborrow'd Rule, 
And Native Right to Arbitrary Sway; 
I might be pleas'd, when I behold this Train 
With uſual Homage wait. But when I fegl 
Theſe Bonds, I look with, loathing on myſelf ; 
And ſcorn vile Slavery, tho doubly hid 
Beneath Mock. Praiſes, and diſſembled State. 
K 1 N G. 
Thoſe Bonds ! Twas my Command you ſhould be free. 
How durſt you, Perez, diſqbey ? 


PEREZ, 
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PE RE Z. 
| h _ Great Sir, 
Your Order w was, ſhe ſhavld not wait your Triumph 5 
But at ſome Diſtanee follow, thus attended. 
KING. 
"Tis falſe ; *twas more; I bid ſhe fhould be ar 2 
If not in Words, I bid it by my Eyes, 
Her Eyes did more than bid Free her and hers 
With Speed yet ſtay — my Hands alone can make 
Fit Reſtitution here Thus I releaſe you, 
And by releaſing you inflave myſelf. | 
„„ 
Such Favours fo cenferr'd, tha? when anſought, 
Deſerve Acknowledgment from noble Minds, 
Such Thanks, as one hating to be. oblig d 
Vet hating more e can pay, 


I offer. 
Born to excel, 1 to rc "OP 
As by tranſcendent Beauty to attract 
All Eyes, ſo by Preeminence of Soul 
To rule all Hearts. 
Garcia, what's he, who with contracted Brow, 
Bebolding Oſmyn as they unbind him. 
And ſullen Port, glooms downward with his Eyes ; 
At once regardleſs of his Chains, or Liberty ? 
G AR CIA. ; 

That, Sir, is he of whom I ſpoke; that's O/myn, 
| EF. NG. 

He anſwers, well the Character you gave "IS 
Whence comes it, valiant Oſmn, that a Man 
So great in Arms, as thon art ſaid to be, 
So hardly can endure Captivity, 
The common Chance of War? 


OSMFYN. 


1 4; FA * 888 
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O S MTN. 
_ Becauſe Captivity . 
Has robb'd me of adear and juſt Revenge. 
KING. 5 
I underſtand not that. 
3 Tl 8 3 
5 I would not have you. 
Z ARA. n 
The Galant Moor in Battle loſt a Friend, | 
Whom more than Life he lov'd; and the Regret, 
Of not revenging on his Foes that Loſs, | | 


Has caus'd this Melancholy and Deſpair. 


K JN G. | 
She does excuſe him; tis as I ſuſpected. [7o Gonſ. 
GONSALE Z. | | 
That Friend may be herſelf; ſeem not to heed 
His arrogant Reply: She looks concern'd. 
KING. CO 
TIl have Enquiry made; perhaps his Friend 
Yet lives, and is a Priſoner. His Name? | 
Z ARA. ©. 2 


: KING. 
Garcia, that Search ſhall be your Care : 

It ſhall be mine to pay Devotion here; 
At this fair Shrine to lay my Laurels down ; 
And raiſe Love's Altar on the Spoils of War. 
Conqueſt and Triumph, now are mine no more; 
Nor will I Victory in Camps adore: 
For, ling'ring there, i in long ſuſpence ſhe ſands, 
Shifting the Prize in unreſolving Hands: 
Unus'd to wait, I broke through her Delay, 
Fix d her by Force, and ſnatch'd the doubtful Day, 


Bb. 


Now, 


v_ - 
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Now, late I find that War is but her Sport; . 
In Love the Goddeſs keeps her awful Court: 
Fickle in Fields, unſteadily ſhe flies, 
But rules with ſettled Sway in Zara's Eyes. 

End of the Firſt AS. 
5 g 1 ne, ed 
| iro 2-55 = 
5, 
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ACT U. SCENE I. 
OO Reprofenting the IM of @ Temple. 
Garcia, HEL1, PzxEz. 


GARC 1 A. 

HIS Way, we're told, O/myn was ſeen to 

| walks _ 

= Chooſing this wack Manfion of the Dead, 
To . brave Heli, thy miſtekken Fate. 


H E L I. 
as | Tot Heay' n with Theol * the Cen- 
tre ſtrike me, 
If to ariſe in very deed 3 Death, | > 


And to reviſit with my long-clos'd Eyes 
This living Light, cou'd to my Soul, or Senſe, . 
Afford a Thought, or ſhow a Glimpſe of Joy, 
In leaſt Proportion to the vaſt Delight 
J feel, to hear of O/nyn's Name; to hear 
That Ofinys lives, and I again ſhall ſee him. 
G AR CIA. 
Pve heard, with Admiration, of your Friendſhip. 
FF. 
Vonder, my Lord, behold the noble Moor. 
H E L J. 
Where ? where? 


GAR- 


— —ꝛ— P œ:C Pg Ss 3 
— — 9 — ———— 


1 And ſtriding with diſtemper'd haſte; 
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G AR CIA. 
I I aw him not, nor any on tots 
55 E. X 2. 
I ſaw him when I ſpoke, tharting my — 
is Eyes 
Seem'd Flame, and flaſh'd upon me with a Glance; 
Then forward ſhot their Fires, which he purſu'd, 
As to ſome Object frightful, yet not fear'd. | 
GARCTA. | 
Let's haſte to follow him, and know the Cauſe,” 
HF 4A £:- 
My Lord, let me intreat you to forbear: 
Leave me alone, to find and cure the Cauſe. 
I know his Melancholy, and ſuch Starts 
Are uſual to his Temper. "Tr might raiſe him 
To act ſome Violence upon himſelf,” 
So to be caught in an unguarded Hour, 
And when his Soul gives all her Paſſion way, 
Secure and looſe in friendly Solitude. {3 
I know his Noble Heart would burſt with Shame, | 
To be ſurpris'd by Strangers in its Frailty, 
GARCIA. 
Go, gen rous Heli, and relieve your Friend. 
Far be it from me, officiouſly to pry 
Or preſs upon the Privacies of others, 


e886 


SCENE 
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SCENE Il. 


YES Eu 5 


GAR C 1 A. 
Frex, the King expects from our Return 
To have his Jealouſy confirm'd, or clear 'd, 
Of that appearing Love which Zara bears 
To O/myn ; but ſome other Opportunity 
Muſt make that plain. | 
PEREZ. 
To me 'twas long fince plain, 
And every Look from him and her confirms it. 
6 IA. | 
If fo, Unhappineſs attends their Love, 
And J cou'd pity em. I hear ſome coming. 
The Friends perhaps are met ; let us avoid em. 


>= a : 5 ” / Nj CA 
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SCENE III. 
 ALlmERIA, LION ORA. 
| ALMERIA. 
Ir was a fancy'd Noiſe, for all is huſh'd. 


LEONO RA. 
It bore the Accent of à Human Voice. 


41 MZ. 
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| ALMERIA. 
It was' thy Fear, or elſe ſome tranſient Wind 
Whiſtling thro' Hollows of this vaulted Iſle. 


We'll lien | 
| LEONORA. 


Hark ! 
ALMERIA. 
No, all is huſh'd, and ftill as Death----'Tis dreadful ! 


How reverend is the Face of this tall Pile, 


Whoſe ancient Pillars rear their Marble Heads, 

To bear aloft its arch'd and pond'rous Roof, 

By its own Weight made ſtedfaſt and immoveable, 
Looking Tranquility, It ſtrikes an Awe 

And Terror on my aking Sight ; the Tombs 

And Monumental Caves of Death look cold, 

And ſhoot a Chilneſs to my remblingHeart, 


| Give me thy Hand, and let me hear thy Voice; 


Nay, quickly ſpeak to me, and let me hear 
Thy Voice — my own affrights me with its Echoes. 
LEONORA © 
Let us return ; the Horror of this Place 
And Silence, will increaſe your Melancholy. 
ALMERIA. 
It may my Fears, but cannot add to that. 
No, I will on; ſhew me Anſelno's Tomb, 
Lead me o'er Bones and Skulls and mould'ring Earth 
Of Human Bodies; for I'll mix with them, 
Or wind me in the Shroud of ſome pale Coarſe 
Yet green in Earth, rather than be the Bride 
Of Garcia's more deteſted Bed: That Thought 
Exerts my Spirits; and my preſent Fears 
Are loſt indread of greater Ill. Then ſhew me, 
Lead me, for I am bolder grown: Lead on 
Where I may kneel, and pay my Vows again 


To him, to Heay'n, and my A/phon/e's Soul. 
. y Alphonſo LE0- 


rk 
{8 


210 The MOURNING BRIDE, 


* 


LEONOR A. 
203 ; hag Hors can tell with what Regrets 


ES AED FANS SIE * 


F 


Je S CE N E opening, diſcovers @ Place of Tombs. One 
Monument fronting the View greater than the reſt. 


| HEL I. 
Wander thro' this Maze of Monuments, 
Yet cannot find him Hark! fare tis the Voice 
Of 2 complaining There i it founds=--==—-o Fl fol- 
w it. 
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SCENE X. 
ALMuzRrIA, LEONOR A; 


 LEONORA. 
Fhold the Sacred Vault, within whoſe Womb 
The poor Remains of good Anſelmo reſt ; 
Yet freſh and unconſum'd by Time or Worms. 
What do I ſee? O Heav'n! either my Eyes 


Are falſe, or ſtill the Marble Door remains 


Unclos'd ; the Iron Grates that lead to Death 
Beneath, are ſtill wide ftretch'd upon their Hinge, 
And flaring on us with unfolded Leaves: 1E. 
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ALMERIA. 

Sure tis the friendly Yawn of Death for me; 
And that dumb Mouth, ſignificant in Show, 
Invites me to the Bed where I alone 
. Shall reſt; ſhews me the Grave, where Nature, weary 
And long oppreſs'd with Woes and bending Cares, 
May lay the Burden down, and fink in Slumbers 
Of Peace Eternal. Death, grim Death, will fold 
Me in his leaden Arms, and preſs me cloſe 
To his cold clay ie Breaſt: My Father then 
Will ceaſe his Tyranny; and Garcia too 
Will fly my pale Deformity with loathing. 
My Soul, inlarg'd from its vile Bonds, will mount, 
And range the Starry Orbs, and Milky Ways, 


Olf that refulgent World, where I ſhall ſwim 


In liquid Light, and float on Seas of Bliſs 

To my Alphonſo's Soul, O Joy too great! 

O Exſtaſy of Thought! Help me, 4n/elmo; 
Help me, Alphonſo; take me, reach thy Hand; 
To thee, to thee I call, to thee Gpoeaſ; 

O Alphonſo! | 


8 CE N E "VE 


ALMERIA, W Os urn aſcending from 
the Tomb. 


OSMYN. | 
WV 0 calls that wretched Thing 3 Abbonſsp 
| 47 M K K 14 


i 309 H H vn, f. tage! . 
Angels all che oft of Heav'n 0 51 N 
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' Whence is that Voice, whoſe Shrilneſs, from the Grave, 


And growing to his Father's Shrowd, roots up 


Alphonſo ? ; 
ALMERIA. 
Mercy! Providence ! O ſpeak, 
Speak to it quickly, quickly; ſpeak to me, 
Comfort me, help me, hold me, hide me, hide me, 
Teonora, in thy Boſom, from the Light, 
And from my Eyes. | 
| OSMYN. 


| Amazement and Illuſion ! 
Rivet and nail me where I ſtand, ye Pow'rs, 
8 [Coming forward. 

That motionleſs I may be ſtill deceiv'd. 

Let me not ſtir, nor breathe, leſt I diſſolve 

That tender, lovely Form of painted Air, 

So like Almeria. Ha! it finks, it falls; 

Fil catch it ere it goes, and graſp her Shade. 
Tis Life l *tis warm |! *tis ſhe ! *tis ſhe herſelf ; 

Nor Dead, nor Shade, but breathing and alive ! 

It is A/meria, tis, it is my Wife! 5 


— 
— 
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ALMERIA, LEONORA, Os Mur, HII. 


LEO VO RA 
LAS, ſhe ſtirs not yet, nor lifts her Eyes; 
A He too is fainting-----Help me, help me, * 
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Who · e er thou art, and lend thy Hand to raiſe 
Theſe Bodies. 
HE L I. 


; Ha l 'tis he! and — 
O Miracle of Happineſs! O Joy 
Unkop's for ! does Almeria live ! 
OS MTV. 
Where i is ſhe ? 
Let me behold and torch her, and be ſure 
"Tis ſhe; ſhew me her Face, and let me feel 
Her Lips with mine Tis ſhe, I'm not deceiy' 
I taſte her Breath, I warm'd her and am warm'd, 
Look up, Almeria, bleſs me with thy Eyes; 
Look on thy Love, thy Lover, and thy Husband. 
ALMERIA. 
I've ſworn PIl not wed . ; why d'ye force me} 
Is this a Father ? 


OS M YN. 

Look on thy Alpbonſõ. 
Thy Father is not here, my Love, nor Garcia: 
Nor am I what I ſeem, but thy 4/phor/o. 
Wilt thou not know me ? Haſt thou then forgot me 7 
Haſt thou thy Eyes, yet can'ſt not ſee Apbonſo? 
Am] ſoalter'd, or art thou fo chang d, 
That ſeeing my Diſguiſe, thou ſeeſt not me? 

ALMERIA 
It is, it is 4/phonſo! "tis his Face, 

His Voice, I know him now, I know him all. 
O take me to thy Arms, and bear me hence, 
Back to the Bottom of the boundleſs Deep, 
To Seas beneath, where thou ſo long haſt dwelt. 
O how haſt thou rewlin'd ? How haſt thou charm'd 
The Wildneſs of the Waves and Rocks to this? 
That thus relenting, they have giv'n thee back 
To Earth, to Light and Life, to Love and me. 
OSMYN 
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O Il not ask, nor anſwer how, or why 
We both have backward trod the Paths of Fate, 
To meet again in Life; to know I have thee, | 
Is knowing more than any Circumſtance, 
Or Means by which I have the- 
To fold thee thus,. to preſs thy balmy Lips, 
And gaze upon thy Eyes, is ſo much Joy, 
I have not Leiſure to reflect, or know, . 
Or trifle Time in thinking. 
en 
Stay a while —— | 
Let me look on thee, yet a little more. 
 OSMYW. 
What would'ft thou? thou doſt put me from thee. 
ALMERIA. A 


Yes. £ p 
e 
And why? What doſt thou mean ? ? Why doſt thoy 


gaze ſo? ? 
| ALMERI 4. 
I know not; *tis to ſee thy Face, I thin 
Tt is too much! too much to bear and live! 
To ſee him thus again is fuch Profuſion 
Of Joy, of Bliſs— I cannot bear I muſt 
Be mad I cannot be tranſported thus, | 
| OS NMT. 
Thou Excellence, thou Joy, thou Heav'n of "II . 
ALMERIA. 1 

Where haſt thou been ? and how art thou alive? T 
How is all this? All-powerful Heav'n, what are we! 8 F. 
O my ſtrain'd Heart let me again behold thee, T 
For I weep to ſee thee=— Art thou not paler? 81 


Much, — how thou art chang'd! g 


Fre, 


OSM x. 
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Not in my Love. 
ALMERIA. 

No, no, thy Griefs, I know, haye done this to thee. 
Thou haſt wept much, A/phon/o ; and, I fear, |; 
Too much, too tenderly lamented me. 

OS MTN. 
Wrong not my Love, to ſay too tenderly. 
No more, my Life; talk not of Tears or Grief; 
Affliction is no more, now thou art found. 
Why doſt thou weep, and hold thee from my 1 
My Arms which ake to hold thee faſt, and grow 
To thee with twining? Come, come to my Heart. 
ALMERIA. 
1 will, for I ſhould never look enough. 
They would have marry'd me ; but I had ſworn 
To Heav'n and thee, and ſooner wou'd have dy d——_ 
OS AM. 
' Perfection of all Faithfulneſs and Love! 
: ALMERIA £4; 
Indeed I wou'd — Nay, I would tell thee all, 
Tf I cou'd ſpeak; how I have mourn'd and pray d; 
For I have pray'd to thee, as to a Saint: 
And thou haſt heard my Prayer; for thou art come 
To my Diſtreſs, to my Deſpair, which Heav'n 
Could ny by reſtoring 'thee have cur'd. 
OS MT N. 
Grant me but Life, good Heav'n, but Length of Daya, 
To pay ſome Part, ſome little of this Debt, 
This countleſs Sum of Tenderneſs and Love, 
For which I ſtand engag'd to this All-Excellence: 
Then bear me in a Whirlwind to my Fate, | 
Snatch me from Life, and cut me ſhort unwarn'd ; 
Then, then 'twill be enough 1 ſhall be old, 
I ſhall have liv'd beyond all .Zra's then 


V. 5 ; £ Of 


— 
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Of yet unmeaſur'd Time ; when I have made 

This exquiſite, this moſt amazing Goodneſs, 

Some Recompence of Love and matchleſs Truth. 
ALMERIA. 

Tis more than Recompence, to ſee thy Face: 
If Heav'n is greater Joy it is no Happineſs, 
For tis not to be born What ſhall I ſay ? 
I have a thouſand things to know, and ask, 
And ſpeak That thou art here, beyond all Hope, 
All Thought ; that all at once thou art before-me, 

And with ſuch Suddenneſs haſt hit my Sight, 
Is ſuch Surpriſe, ſuch Myſtery, ſuch Exſtaſy ! 
It hurries all my Soul, and ſtuns my Senſe, 
Sure from thy Father's Tomb thou didſt ariſe ! 
OS MT N. 
I did; and thou, my Love, didſt call me; thou. 
4 L ME R 1 4. 
True; but how cam'ſt thou there? Wert thou alone ? 
OS MN. 
I was, and lying on my Father's Lead, 
When broken Echoes of a diſtant Voice 
Diſturb'd the ſacred Silence of the Vault, 
In Murmurs round my Head. TI roſe and liſtned, 
And thought I heard thy Spirit call 4/phon/o ;_ 
I thought 1 ſaw thee too; but O, I thought not 
That I indeed ſhould be ſo bleſt to ſee * ? 
- TLMERTLH. 

Bus till, how cam'ſt thou hither ? How thus ?—Ha ! 

What's he, who like thyſelf is ſtarted here 


Ere ſeen ? 
DS AM YN. 
Where? ha! What do I ſee? Antonio? 


I'm fortunate indeed -my Friend too ſafe ! 
4 H E . 1. 


Moſt happily, in uy you thus bleſs d. 


— 


41 M E. 


| 
] 
\ 


O « 


Z. 
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IHEMERTA." 
More Miracles ! Antonio too eſcap'd! 
* OSMYN. 
And twice eſcap'd, both from the Rage of Seas 
And War. For in the Fight 1 ſaw him fall. 
H ELI. 
But fell unhurt, a Priſoner as yourſelf, 
And as yourſelf made free; hither I came 
Impatiently to ſeek you, where I knew 
Your Grief would lead you, to lament 4:/e/mo, 
OSMYN. | 
There are no Wonders, or elſe all is Wonder, 
HELI 
I faw you on the Ground, and rais'd you up : 
When with Aſtoniſhment, I ſaw Almeria. 


OS M NM. 
I ſaw her too, and therefore ſaw not thee. 
ALMERIA. 
Nor I; nor could I, for my Eyes were yours, 
OS MTM. 


What means the Bounty of All-gracious Heay'n, 


That perſevering ftill, with open Hand, 


It ſcatters Good, as in a Waſte of Mercy ! 
Where will this end! but Heav'n is Infinite 
In all, and can continue to beſtow, . 
When ſcanty Number ſhall be ſpent in telling, 
LEONORA. 
Or I'm deceiy'd, or I beheld the Glimpſe 
Of two in ſhining Habits croſs the Ifle ; 
Who by their pointing ſeem to mark this Place. 
ALMERIA. 
Sure I have dreamt, if we muſt part fo ſoon. 
OS MT V. 
+ I wiſh at leaſt, our Parting were a Dream, 
Or we could ſleep "till we again were met. 
Vo Le II. K : H 2 4 7 A 
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| HE LI 

2 with Sehn 7m, Sir; I ſaw and know 'em: 

You muſt be quick, for Love will lend her Wings. 
ALMERIA 
What Love? Who is ſhe ? Why are you alarm'd? | 
OSMYN. 
She's the Reverſe of thee ; ſhe's my Unhappineſs, 


Harbour no 'Thought that may diſturb thy Peace ; 


But gently take thyſelf away, left ſhe 


Should come, and ſee the ſtraining of my Eyes 


To follow thee. I'll think how we may meet 
To part no more ; my Friend will tell thee all ; 
How I eſcap'd, how I am here, and thus ; 
How I'm not call'd Alphonſo, now, but O/myn ; 
And he Heli. AN, all he will unfold, 
Ere next we meet 
ALMERIA. 
Sure we ſhall meet again 
OSMYN, 
We ſhall ; we part not but to meet again. 

Gladneſs and Warmth of ever-kindling Love 
Dwell with thee, and revive thy gran in Abſence, 


S C&ENE UI. 


Oos Ur ED; 


7. ET I behold her yet And now no more, 
| Turn your Lights inward Eyes, and view my Thought, 
| = ſhall you ſtill behold her—"twill not be, 
© impotence of Sight! Mechanic Senſe, =» 
Which 


nt, 
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Which to exterior Objects ow'ſt thy Faculty, 

Not ſeeing of Election, but Neceſſity. 

Thus do our Eyes, as do all common Mirrours, 
Succefſively reflect ſucceeding Images: 

Not what they would, but muſt; à Star, or Toad: 
Juſt as the Hand of Chance adminiſters, 

Not ſo the Mind, whoſe undetermin'd View 
Revolves, and to the preſent adds the 9220 
Eſſay ing further to Futurity ; 

But that in vain. I have Almeria here 


At once, as I before have ſeen her often 


ENG © | a (CFE 22 N BONE - N 


— 
S 


e l. 
ZARA, 8 ELIN, Os MuM. 
24 R 4. 


E E where he ſtands, folded and fix'd to Farth, 
Stiff' ning in Thought; a Statue among Statues. 


Why, . cruel O/myn, doſt thou fly me thus ? 


Is it well done? Is this then the Return 
For Fame, for Honour, and for Empire loſt? 
But what is loſs of Honour, Fame and Empire? 


Is this the Recompence reſerv'd for Love? 


Why doſt thou leave my Eyes, and fly my Arms, 
To find this Place of Horror and Obſcurity ? 


Am I more loathſome to thee than the Grave, 

That thou doſt ſeek to ſhield thee there, and ſhun 
My Love? But to the Grave Ill follow thee ——— 
He looks not, minds not, hears not; barbarous Man, 
Am I neglected thus? Am I deſpis'd ? 


Not heard! ungrateful Oſyn. 
1 ky OSMYN, 
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O && MVV. 
Ha, tis Zara / 
Zi KR bs. ©, 
Yes, Traitor ; Zara, loſt, abandon'd Zara, 
Is a regardleſs Suppliant, now, to O/myn. 
The Slave, the Wretch that ſhe redeem'd from Death, 
Diſdains to liſten now, or look on Zara. 
GI MTN 
Far be the Guilt of ſuch Reproaches n me; 
Loſt in myſelf, and blinded by my Thoughts, 
I ſaw you not, till now, | 
| Z A RA. | | 
Now then you ſee me 
But with ſack dumb and thankleſs Eyes you look, 
Better I was unſeen, than ſeen thus coldly. 
OSMYN. - 
What would you from a Wretch who came to mourn ; 
And only for his Sorrows choſe this Solitude ? 
Look round ; Joy is not here, nor Cheerfulneſs. 
You have purſu d Misfortune to its Dwelling, 
Yet look for Gaiety and Gladneſs there. 
1 ZAR A. 
Inhuman ! Why, why doit thou rack me thus? 
And with Perverſeneſs, from the Purpoſe, anſwer ? 
What is't to me, this Houſe of Miſery ? 
What Joy do I require? If thou doſt mourn, 


I come to mourn with thee; to ſhare thy Griefs, 


And give thee, for 'em, in Exchange, my Love. 
r 
O that's the greateſt Grief I am ſo poor, 
J have not wherewithal to give again. 
Z A RA. 
Thou haſt a Heart, though tis a Savage one; 
Give it me as it is; I ask no more 


For all by ve done, and all I have endur'd : 


- 


For 
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For ſaving thee, when I beheld thee firſt, 
Driven by the Tide upon my Country's Coaſt, | 
Pale and expiring, drench'd in briny Waves, 
Thou and thy Friend, till my Compaſſion found thee ; 
Compaſſion ! ſcarce will't own that Name, fo ſoon, 
So quickly was it Love ; for thou wert God-like 
Ev'n then. Kneeling on Earth I loos'd my Hair, 
And wth it dry'd thy watry Cheeks ; then chaf'd 
Thy Temples, till reviving Blood aroſe, 
And like the Morn vermilion'd o'er thy Face. 
O Heav'n ! how did my Heart rejoice and ake, 
When I beheld the Day-break of thy Eyes, * 
And 1 the Balm of thy reſpiring Lips! * 
„„ TN, 

O 1 not to my Mind what you have done; 
It ſets a De bt of that Account before me, 
Which ſhews me poor and Bankrupt ev'n in Hopes. 

Z A RA. 

The faithful Selim, and my Women know 
The Dangers which I tempted to conceal you, 
You know how I abus'd the credulous King ; 
What Arts I us'd to make you paſs on him, 
When he receiv'd you as the Prince of Fez ; 
And as my Kinſman honour'd and advanc'd you. 
O, why do I relate what I have done ? | | 
What did I not ? Was't not for you this War 
Commenc'd ? not knowing who you were, nor why 
You hated Manuel, I urg d my Husband 
To this Invaſion ; where he late was loft, 
Where all is loſt, and I am made a Slave. 
Look on me now, from Empire fall'n to Slavery ; 
Think on my Suff rings firſt, then look on me; 
Think on the Cauſe of all, then view thyſelf: 
Reflect on Oſyn, and then look on Zara. 


k 5 " h The 
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The fall'n, the loſt, and now the Captive Zara, 

And now abandon'd — ſay, what then is Oſyn ? 
„„ 

A fatal Wretch———a huge ſtupendous Ruin, 
That tumbling on its Prop, cruſh'd all beneath, 

And bore contiguous Palaces to Earth. | 5 
. wa. 6 þ 

Yet thus, thus fall'n, thus levell'd with the vileſt, 

Tf I have gain'd thy Love, tis glorious Ruin; 

Ruin ! 'tis ſtill to reign, and to be more 

A Queen; for what are Riches, Empire, Power, 

Bat larger Means to gratify the Will? h 

The Steps on which we tread, to riſe, and reach 

Our Wiſh ; and that obtained, down with the Scaffolding 

Of Scepters, Crowns, and Thrones; they've ſery'd your 
End, 

And are, like Lumber, to be left and ſcorn'd, 

| OS MF. 

Why was I made the Inſtrument to throw 
In Bonds the Frame of this exalted Mind - 

| Z A R bs - 

We may be free; the Conqueror is mine; 
In Chains unſeen I hold him by the Heart, 
And can unwind or ſtrain him as I pleaſe. 
Give me thy Love, Pl give thee Liberty. 

S M. | 

In vain you offer, and in vain require 5. 
What neither can beſtow, Set free yourſelf, © 
And leave a Slave the Wretch that would be fo. 

Z ARA. 

Thou canſt not mean ſo poorly as thou all. 

OS M TN. 

Alas you know me not. 


2 4 RA. 


* 
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Z ARA. 
| Not who thou art: 
But what, this laſt Ingratitude declares, 
This groveling Baſeneſs——thou ſay'ſt true, I know 
Thee not, far what thou art yet wants a Name: 
But ſomething ſo unworthy, and ſo vile, 
That to have lov'd thee makes me yet more loſt, 
Than all the Malice of my other Fate. 
Traitor, Monſter, cold and perfidious Slave; 
A Slave, not daring to be free ! nor dares 
To love above him, for tis dangerous: 
»Tis that, I know ; for thou doit look, with Eyes 
Sparkling Deſire, and trembling to poſſeſs, | 
I know my Charms have reach'd thy very Soul, 
And thrill'd thee through with darted Fires ; but thou 
Doſt fear fo much, thou dar'ſt not wiſh, The King! 
There, there s the dreadful Sound, the King's thy Rival 
SELITM. 
Madain, the King is here, and entring now. 
Z 4 NA. 
As I could wiſh ; by Heav'n I'll be reveng g. 


SCENE X. 


ZARA, Os MTN, 8 ILI A, the Kine, PRERIZZ 
and Attendants. 
. N s. 
WI Y does the faireſt of her Kind withdraw 
| Her Shining from the Day, to gild this Scene 


Of Death and Night ? 1 what Diſorder's this ? 
WP 8 
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| Somewhat I heard of King and Rival mention d. 


What's he that dares be Rival to the King? 
Or lift his Eyes to like, where 1 adore Þ 
„„ ZE RA 
There, he; your. Priſoner, and that was my / Slave. 
KING. 
How ? _ than my Hopes ! Does ſhe noculs lun 4 


| [Afae. 


an Z 4 NR A. 
Am I become ſo low by my Captivity, 
And do your Arms ſo leſſen what they conquer, 
That Zara muſt be made the Sport of Slaves? 
And ſhall the Wretch, whom yeſter Sun beheld 
Waiing my Nod, the Creature of my Pow'r, 
Preſume to-day to plead audacious Love, 
Aud build bold Hopes on my dejected Fate? 
KING. 
| Better for him to tempt the Rage of Heay'n, 
And wrench the Bolt red-hifling from the Hand 
Of him that thunders, than but think that Inſolence. 
*Tis daring for a God. Hence to the Wheel 
With that Zxion, who aſpires to hold 
Divinity embrac'd ; to Whips and Priſons 
Drag him with ſpeed ; and rid me of his Face. 
[Guards ſeine Oſmyn. 


Z ARA. 
Compaſſion led me to bemoan his State, 
Whoſe former Faith had merited much more; 
And through my Hopes in you, I undertook 
He ſhould be ſet at large; thence ſprung his Inſolence, 
And what was Charity, he conſtru'd Love. 
| K ING. 
Enough ; his Puniſhment be what you pleaſe. 
But let me lead you from this Place of Sorrow, 


To one, where young Delights attend; and Joys 


r WI er a 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| f Vet 
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Vet new, unborn, and blooming in the Bud, 

Which wait to be full · blown at your Approach, 

Al ſpread like Roſes to the Morning Sun: 

Where ev'ry Hour ſhall roll in circling Joys, V 
And Love ſhall wing the tedious-waſting Day. 

Life without Love is Load; and Time ſtands ftill : 

What we refuſe to him, to Death we give; 

And then, then only, when we love, we live. 


End & the Second AB. 


— 
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: IMs ; 5 RA. 
| TSS ENVY 
== 525 ET D 


ACT III. SCENE. 1 


| A PRIS O N. 


O urn aloe with a Paper. 


O S MT N. ; 

? UT now, and I was clos'd within the 
Tomb 

That holds my Father's Aſhes; and but 
now, 
Where he was Pris'ner I am too impri- 
R 
Sure *tis the Hand of Heav'n that leads me thus, 
And for ſome Purpoſe points-out theſe Remembrances, 
In a dark Corner of my Cell I found 
This Paper, what it is this Light | "ou ſhow. | 


r n on Reading. 
I my Alphonſo Ive, reflore him, 2 13 
Give me more Weight, cruſh my declining Years 
With Bolts, «ith Chains, Impriſonment and Want ; 
But bleſs my Son, wifit not him for me. 


It is his Hand ; this-was his Pray'r=—yet more: 
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Let ry Hair, which Sarreau by the Roots [ Reading. 
Tears from my hoary and deveied Head, „ 

Be doubled in thy Mercies to my Son: 

Net for myſolf, but bim, hear me, Ai. — 


JTis wanting what ſhould follow-—Heew? n ſhou'd follow, 


But *tis torn off —— Why ſhou'd that Word alone 

Be torn from his Petition? Twas to Heav'n, 

But Heay'n was deaf, Heav'n heard him not; but thus, 
Thus as the Name of Heav'n from this is torn, 

So did it tear the Ears of Mercy from 

His Voice, ſhutting the Gates of Pray'r againſt him. 
If Piety be thus debarr'd Acceſs 

On high, and of gaod Men the very beſt 

Ts fingled out to bleed, and bear the Scourge, 

What is Reward ? or what is Puniſhment ? 


But who ſhall dare to tax Eternal Juſtice! 


Yet I may think I may, I muſt ; for Thought ; 
Precedes the Will to think, and Error lives | 
Ere Reaſon can be born. Reaſon, the Power 


To gueſs at Right and Wrong; the twinkling Lamp 


Of wand'ring Life, that winks and wakes by Turns, 

Rooling the Follower, betwixt Shade and Shining. 

What Noiſe !: Who's there ? * Friend a cam f 
ow . R. 


*. 


Lis & | SCENE 
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F 


Os u Yn, HE LI. 


HELI 


| T HE Time's too precious to be ſpent in lag: 


The Captain, influenc'd by Alneria's Power, 


Gave Order to the Guards for my Admittance. 


Wr 

How does Almeria? But I know, ſhe is 

As I am. Tell me, may I hope to ſee her? 
HELT. 

You may ; anon, at Midnight when the _ 
Js gone to Reſt, and Garcia is retir d, 
(Who takes the Privilege to viſit late, 
nee on a Bridegroom's Right) ſhe'll come. 
| OSMYN. 

She'll come |! 'tis what I wiſh, yet what I fear. 


She'll come; but whither, and to whom ? O Bae n ! 
To a vile Priſon, and a captivd Wretch ; * 1 


To one, whom had ſhe never known ſhe had 
Been happy : Why, why was that heav'nly Creature 
Abandon'd o'er to love what Heav'n forſakes ? 
Why does the follow, with unwearied Steps, 

One, who has tir'd Misfortune with purſuing ? 

One, driv*n about the World like blaſted Leaves 

And Chaff, the Sport of adverſe Winds; *till late 
At length, impriſon'd in ſome Cleft of Rock, 
Or Earth, it reſts, and rots to filent Duſt, 


HELI. 
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en H ELI. 7 

Have Hover and- hear the Voice of better Fate. 
I've learn'd there are Diſorders ripe for M utiny 
Among the Troops, who thought to ſhare the Plunder, 
Which Manuel to his own Ulſe and Avarice 
Converts. This News has reach'd Valentia's Frontiers: ; 
Where many of your Subjects, long oppreſs d 
With Tyranny and grievous Impoſitions, 
Are riſen in Arms, and call for Chiefs to head 
And lead em, to regain their Rights and Liberty. 

OS MTV. 

By Heav'n thou'ſt rous'd me from my Lethargy. 
The Spirit which was deaf to my own Wrongs, 
And the loud Cries of my dead Father's Blood ; 
Deaf to Revenge---nay, which refus'd to hear 
The piercing Sighs and Murmurs of my Love, 
Yet unenjoy'd 3 what not Almeria could | 
Revive, or raiſe, my People's Voice has waken'd. 
O my Antonio, I am all on Fire. 
My Soul is up in Arms, ready to charge 
And bear amidſt the Foe, with conqu'ring Troops. 
I hear em call to lead em on to Liberty, 
To Victory; their Shouts and Clamours rend 
My Ears, and reach the Heav'ns ; Where is the King } 
Where is 4/phonſo? ha! Where? where indeed? 
O I could tear and burſt the Strings of Life, 
To break theſe Chains. Off, off, ye Stains of Royalty. 
Off, Slavery. O curſe! that T alone 
Can beat and flutter in my Cage, when I 
Would ſoar, and ſtoop at Victory beneath. 

HELL 

Our Poſture of Affairs, and ſcanty Time, 
My Lord, require you ſhould compoſe yourſelf, 
And think on what we may reduce to PraQice, 


Zara, the Cauſe of your Reſtraint, may be 1 


| 
| 
: 
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The Means of Liberty reſtor d. That gain'd, 
Occaſion will not fail to point out Ways 
For your Eſcape, Mean time, I've thought Mets 


With Speed and Safety, to convey myſelf 
Where not far off fome Male-contents hold Council 


. Nightly ; who hate this Tyrant ; ſome, who love 


Anſehno's Memory, and will, for certain, ; 
When they ſhall know you live, aſſiſt your Cauſe. 
O S MTN. 
My Friend and Counſellor, as thou chink'f fit, 
So do. I will with Patience wait my Fortune. 
HZ LI. 
When Zara comes, abate of your Averſion. 
6 O S MN. 
T hate her not, nor can diflemble Love: 


Zut as I may, I'll do. I have a Paper 


Which I would ſhew thee, Friend, but that the Sight 
Would hold thee here, and clog thy Expedition, | | 
Within I found it, by my Fachers Hand 
"Twas writ ; a Pray'r for me, wherein appears 
Paternal Love prevailing o'er” his Sorrows ; 
Such SanQity, ſuch Tenderneſs, ſo mix'd . 
With Grief, as would draw Taber from 4" 
H N 

The Care of Providence ef leſt i ts 
To arm your Mind with Hope. Such Piety 
Was never heard in vain ; Heav'n has in Store 


For you, thoſe, Bleffings it withheld from him. 


In that Aſſurance live; which Time, I hope, 
And our next Meeting wil confirm. 


0 S MT N. | 
'Farewel, 
My Friend; * Good thon dof telerre amend thee. 


SCENE 
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* 


C E III 


| Ocuyn ane. 

T E been to blame, and queſtion d with Impiety 
The Care of Heav'n. Not ſo my Father bore 

More anxious Grief, This ſhould have better taught me: 
This Leſſon, in ſome Hour of Inſpiration, 
By him ſet down ; when his pure Thoughts were born, 
Like Fumes of ſacred Incenſe, o'er the Clouds, 
And wafted thence, on Angels Wings, thro” Ways 
Of Light, to the bright Source of all. For there 
He in the Book of Preſcience ſaw this Day; 
And waking to the World and mortal Senſe, 
Left this Example of his Reſignation, _ 
This his laſt Legacy to me, which, here, 
I'll treaſure, as more worth than Diadem, 
Or all extended Rule of Regal Pow'r. 


SCENE iv. 


ou, Zara wild. 


s O8MYN, 
W H AT Brightneſs breaks upon me thus thro Shades, 
And promiſes a Day te this dark Dwelling ? 


Is it my Love? 


2 4 R 4. 


14 
1 
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ZAR A. 0 | 
O that thy Heart had taught Liftng ber Veil. 
Thy Tongue that Saying. — | * 
O S MN. 
Zara / I am betray d 


By my Surpriſe. 
24 RA. 


What, does my Face diſpleaſe thee ? 
That having ſeen it, thou doſt turn thy Eyes 
Away, as from Deformity and Horror. 
If ſo, this Sable Curtain ſhall again 
Be drawn, and I will ſtand before thee ſeeing, 
And unſeen. Is it my Love? ask again 
That Queſtion, ſpeak again in that ſoft Voice, 
And look again with Withes in thy Eyes. 
O no, thou can'{t not, for thou ſee't me now, 
As ſhe, whoſe ſavage Breaſt has been the Cauſe 
Of theſe thy Wrongs; as ſhe, whoſe barbarous Rage 
Has loaden thee with Chains and galling Irons : 
Well doſt thou ſcorn me, and upbraid my Falſeneſs : 
Could one who lov'd, thus Torture whom ſhe lov'd ? 
No, no, it muſt be Hatred, dire Revenge 
And Deteſtation, that could uſe thee thus. 
So thou doſt think ; then do but tell me ſo; 
Tell me, and thou ſhalt ſee how I'll revenge 
Thee on this falſe one, how I'll lab and tear 
This Heart of Flint *till it ſhall bleed; and thou 
Shalt weep for mine, forgetting thy own Miſeries. 
00S MTN. 
You wrong me, beauteous Zara, to believe 
I bear my Fortunes with ſo low a Mind, 
As ftill to meditate Revenge on all 
Whom Chance, or Fate working by ' Cauſe, 
Has made perforce ſubſervient to that End | 
The Heay'nly Powers allot me; no, not you, 2 \ 
| ; US. c 
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But Deſtiny and inauſpicious Stars 
Have caſt me down to this low Being: Or, 
Granting you had, from you I have deſerv'd it. 

4 N A. 

Canſt thou forgive me then? wilt thou believe 
So kindly of my Fault to call it Madneſs? 

O give that Madneſs yet a milder Name, 
And call it Paſſion; then be ſtill more kind, 
And call that Paſſion Love. | 
O Sur 
Give it a Name, 
Or being as you pleaſe, ſuch J will think it. 
Z ARA. 

O chou doſt wadkd me more with this thy Genie 
'Than e'er thon could'ſt with bittereſt Reproaches 
Thy Anger could not pierce thus to my nary 

0 8 N r N. 


Yet I could wiſh— 
5 Z ARA. 


Haſte me to know it: what ? 
OSMYN. | 
That at this Time I had not been this 2 


2 ARA. 
What Thing? 
This Slave. 
Z A R. 
925 One ber Fears eee 
This thy Silence ; 3 ſomewhat of high Concern, 
Long faſhioning within thy labouring Mind, 
And now juſt ripe for Birth, my Rage has Tuin'd, 
Have I done this? Tell me, am I ſo curs'd i: 
ADS MEN 
Time may have ſtill one fated Hour to come, 
Which- wing'd with Liberty, W 
Occaſion paſt. 2 4 R 4 
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Z ARA. | 

© Swift as Occaſion, 1 ri 
Myſelf will fly ; and earlier than the Morn 
Wake thee to Freedom. Now tis late; and yet 
Some News few Minutes paſt arriv'd, which ſeem'd 
To ſhake the Temper of the King Who knows 
What racking Cares diſeaſe a Monarch's Bed? 
Or Love, that late at N icht ſtill lights his Lamp, 
And ſtrikes his Rays thro' Dusk, and folded Lids, 
1 Forbidding Reſt, may ſtretch his Eyes awake, 
= 115 force their Balls abroad at this dead Heur. 
3 U try. 
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O S N Y N. 
J have not merited this Grace; 

Nor, ſhou'd my ſecret Purpoſe take Effect, 
Can I repay, as you require, ſuch Benefits, 

Z A RA. | 

Thou canſt not owe me more, nor have I more 
To give, than I've already loſt. But now, 
So does the Form of our Engagements reſt, 
Thou haſt the Wrong, *till I redeem thee hence; 
That done, I leave thy Juſtice x to return 
My Love. Adina. | 


LS "BR hy r a 
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Os ur N ane. 
H I'S Woman has a Scul q 
Of God-like Mould, intrepid and commanding, 
And challenges, in ſpite of me, my beſt ; 
. _—ww—__ 


Of 
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Of perſonal Charms, or with leſs Vanity 

Might hope to captivate the Hearts of Kings. 

But ſhe has Paſſions which out- ſtrip the Wind, 
And tear her Virtues up, as Tempeſts root 

The Sea. I fear when ſhe ſhall know the Ttuth, 

Some ſwiſt and dire Event of her blind Rage 

Will make all fatal. - But behold ſhe comes 


235 


For whom I fear, to ſhield me from my Fears, _ | 


The Cauſe and Comfort of my boding Heart. 


= S NE VI. 


ALMER1 A, OSsMu AMV M. 


py o S MTV. 
Life, my Health, my Liberty, my All! 
How ſhall I welcome thee to this ſad Place? 


How ſpeak to thee the Words of Joy and Tranſport ? 


How run into thy Arms, withheld by Fetters ; * 
Or take thee into mine, while I'm thus manacled 
And pinion'd like a Thief or Murderer ? 

Shall I not hurt and hruiſe thy tender Body, 
And ſtain thy Boſom with the ruſt of theſe 
Rude Irons | Muſt I meet thee thus, Ameria? 
N EY ALM RIA. 

Thus, thus; we parted, thus to meet again. 


Thou told'ſt me thou wouldſt think how we might meet 


To part no more ; 
For theſe thy Chains, of Death, ſhall join us ever. 
* 2 0 $ AM Y N. | 


Now we will part no more; 


* 


Herd Means to ratify that Word 1 — 0 Cruelty ! 


That ever 1 ſhould think beholding thee 
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Upon me- 
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A Torture !---yet, ſuch is the bleeding Anguiſh 


Of my Heart, to ſee thy Sufferings---O Heav'n! 


That I could almoſt turn my Eyes away, 
Or as thee from my Sight. 
ALMERIA. 
O!] ſay not ſo; 


Tho' 'tis becauſe thou lov'ſt me. Do not ſay, 


On any Terms, that thou doſt wiſh me from thee. 
No, no, *tis better thus, that we together 


| Feed on each other's Heart, devour our Woes 


With mutual Appetite ; and mingling in 

One Cup the common Stream of both our Eyes, 
Drink bitter Draughts, with never-ſlaking Thirſt. 
Thus better, than for any Cauſe to part. 

What doſt thou think? Look not ſo tenderly 

ſpeak, and take me in thy Arms 
Thou can'ſt not ! thy poor Arms are bound, and ſtrive 


In vain with the remorſeleſs Chains, which gnaw 


And eat into thy Fleſh, feſtring thy Limbs 
With rankling ruſt, 
OS MT. 


Oh !_ O0 — 
ALM * RI 45 
© Give me that Sigh. 
Why doſt thou heave, and flifle in thy Griefs ? 
Thy Heart will burſt, thy Eyes look red and ftart ; 
Give thy Soul way, and tell me thy dark Thought. 
| OS MTN. 

For this World's Rule, I wou'd not wound thy Breaſt 
Wich ſuch a Dagger as then ſtuck my Heart. | 
ALMERIA. 

Why? why? To know it, cinnot wound me more, 
Than knowing thou haſt felt it. Tell it me. 
— ir ſt me Fain with too much Legend 


OSMTN. 


* 


Py 


4 
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„ QOS8$MYIN 
And thy exceſſive Love diſtracts my Senſe! 
O wou'dft thou be leſs killing, ſoft or kind, 
Grief cou'd not double thus his Darts againſt me, 
ALMERIA. 
Thou doſt me Wrong, and Grief too robbs my Heart, 
If there he ſhoot not ev'ry other Shaft; 
Thy ſecond ſelf ſhould feel each other Wound, 
And Woe ſhou'd be in equal Portions dealt. 
I am thy Wife 
OS M Y N. 
O thou haſt ſearch'd too FR 
There, there I bleed ; there pull the cruel Cords, 
That ftrain my cracking Nerves ; Engines and Wheels, 
That peace-meal grind, are Beds of Down and Balm 
To that Soul-racking Thought. 
ALMERIA. 
| | Then I am curs'd 
Indeed, if that be 61 if Tm thy Torment, 
Kill me, then kill me, daſh me with thy Chains, 
Tread on me: What, am I the Boſom- Snake, 
That ſucks thy warm Life-Blood, and gnaws thy Heart? 
O that thy Words had force to break thoſe Bonds, 
As they have Strength to tear this Heart in ſunder ; 
So ſhou'dſi thou be at large from all Oppreſſion. 
Am I, am I of all thy Woes the worſt? 
. 
My all of Bliſs, my everlaſting Life, 
Soul of my Soul, and End of all my Wiſhes, 
Why doſt thou thus unman me with thy Words, 
And melt me down to mingle with thy Weepings? 


Why doſt thou ask? Why doſt thou talk thus 3 * 


Thy Sorrows have diſturb'd thy Peace of Mind, 
And thou doſt ſpeak of Miſeries impoſſible. . ' 
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Didſt thou not ſay, that Racks and Wheels were Balm, 

And Beds of Eaſe, to thinking me thy Wife? 

%% 
No, no; nor ſhou'd the ſubtleſt Pains that Hell, 
Or Hell- born Malice can invent, extort 
A Wiſh or Thought from me, to have thee other. 
But thou wilt know what harrows up my Heart: 
Thou art my Wife — nay, thou art yet my Bride! 
The ſacred Union of connubial Love 
Vet unaccompliſh'd ; his myſterious Rites 


Delay d; nor has our Hymeneal Torch 


Yet lighted up his laſt moſt grateful Sacrifice; 

But daſh'd with Rain from Eyes, and ſwail'd with Sighs, 
Burns dim, and glimmers with expiring Light. 

Is this dark Cell a Temple for that God ? 

Or this vile Earth an Altar for ſuch Of rings ? 

This Den for Slaves, this Dungeon damp'd with Woes ; 
Is this our Marriage Bed! Are theſe our Joys! | 

Is this to call thee mine? O hold my Heart! 

To call thee mine? Yes, thus, ev'n thus, to call 
Thee mine, were Comfort, Joy, extreme Exſtaſy, 
But O thou art not mine, not ev'n in Miſery; 
And *tis deny'd to me to be ſo bleſs'd, 


As to be wretched with thee. 


LLMERTA. 
| No; not that » 
The extremeſt Malice of our Fate can hinder : 
That ſtill is left us, and on that we'll feed, 
As on the 1" of Calamity, 
There we will feaſt, and ſmile on paſt Diſtreſs, 
And hug, in Scorn of it, our mutual Ruin. | 
| OS MTM. 
O thou doſt talk, my Love, as one reſol ved, 
Becauſe not knowing Danger. But look forward; 
; Think 
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Think on To-morrow, when thou ſhalt be torn 
From theſe weak, firuggling, unextended Arms ; 
Think how my Heart will heave, and Eyes will ſtrain, 
To graſp and reach what is deny'd my Hands : 
Think how the Blood will ſtart, and Tears will guſh 
To follow thee, my ſeparating Soul. 
Think how I am, when thou ſhalt wed with Garcia / 
Then will I ſmear theſe Walls with Blood, disfigure 
And daſh my Face, and rive my clotted Hair. 
Break on the flinty Floor my throbbing Breaſt, . 
And provel with gaſh'd Hands to ſcratch a Grave, 
Stripping my Nails, to tear this Pavement "Ps 
And bury me alive. | | 
ALMERIA. 
Heart-breaking Horror! 

O S MH N. : "230 

Then Garcia mall lie panting on thy Boſom; 
Luxurious, revelling amidſt thy Charms; 

And thou perforce muſt yield, and aid his Tranſport. 
| Hell! Hell! have I not Cauſe to rage and rave ? 
What are all Racks, and Wheels, and Whips to this 7 
Are they not ſoothing Soſtneſs, ſinking Eaſe, 
And wafting Air to this? O my Almeria / 
What do the Damn'd endare, but to deſpair, 
But knowing Heav'n, to know it loſt for ever? 
F LMBER Il. 

O, Iam ſtruck; thy Words are Bolts of Ice 
Which ſhot into my Breaſt, now melt and chill me, 
F chatter, ſhake, and faint with thrilling Fears, 

No, hold me nvt---O, let as not ſupport, 

But fink each other, deeper yet, down, down, 
Where levell'd low, no more we'll lift our Eyes, 
But prone and dumb, rot the firm Face of Earth 
With Rivers of inceſſant ſcalding Rain, 
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SCENE vn. 


2411, PEREZ, 8 EL 1 My Os MY N, ALMERIA. 


5 2 4 R iS. | 
Omewhat of Weight to me requues his Freedom. 
Dare you diſpute the King's * ? Behold 


The Royal Signet. 
WE.” PEREZ. 


I obey; yet beg 


Your Majeſty one Moment to defer 
Your entring, till the Princeſs is return'd 


8 


| From viſi me the Noble Priſoner. 


SM RA: : - 

Ha! 
OSMYN. . 

We are loſt! undone diſcover d [ 


Retire, my Life, with ſpeed —— Alas, we're ſeen ! 
Speak of Compaſſion, let her hear you ſpeak 


What al thou = 


Of interceding for me with the King; 


Say ſomewhat * to conceal our n. 
If poſſible 


4 L M E R ITA. 
I cannot ſpeak. 
25 * S MTN. 
Let me 
Conduct you with, as not perceiving her, 
But till ſhe's gone ; then bleſs me thus again. 
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Z A R A. 
 Trembling and weeping as he leads her forth ! 1 
Confuſion in his Face, and Grief in hers! 


'Tis plain, I've been abus d Death and Deſtruction ! | 


How hall I ſearch into this Myſtery ! - 
The blueſt Blaſt of Peſtilential Air 
Strike, damp, deaden her Charms, and kill his Eyes; 
Perdition catch 'em both, and Ruin part *em. - 
4 gr 10; 8: M 1:00 | 
This Charity to one unknown, and thus 
[Aloud to Almeria as ſhe goes ou. 
Dilreſya, Heay'n will repay ; all Thanks are poor. 


\ 


SCENE VIII. 


Z ARA, 9 CREW Os M * KR. 


ZAR 4: 
Amed. damn'd Diſſembler ! Yet I will be calm; | 
Choke in my Rage, and know the utmoſt Depth 


Of this Deceiver—— You ſeem much ſurpris' d, 
OS M 
At your Return ſo ſoon and unexpected! 


Z A R A. 
And ſo unwiſh'd, unwanted too it ſeems. 
Confuſion ! yet I will contain myſelf, 
You're grown a Fav'rite fince laſt we parted; 
Perhaps I'm ſaucy and intruding 
os MY N 
Madam ! 


SNA. SN 
I aid not know the Princeſs Favourite; 
Your $a Sir — miſtake me not; you tkink 


Vor. II 1 — Im 
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I'm angry; you're deceiv'd. I came to ſet 
You free: But fhall return much better pleas'd, 
To find you have an Intereſt ſuperior. 


O S NMT N. 
You do not come to mock my Miſeries? 
Z A RA. 
Ido. 
OS MT N. 
1 ils at this Time ſpare your Mirth, 
E # Rab 


I know thou cou'dſt ; but I'm not often d, 
And will indulge it now. What PORE 

Who wou'd not be thus happily confin'd, 

To be the care of weeping Majeſty ? 21 
To have contending Queens, at dead of Ni ke 
Forſake their Down, to wake with watry Eyes, 
And watch like Tapers o'er your Hours of Reſt. 


O Curie! I cannot hold 
OSMYN. 

Come, 'is too much, 
ZARA. 


Then you may * for whom Padie. 


Z A. R. A. 
Hell! Hell! 
Yet I'll be calm Dark and kn See} 


But 
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But now the Dawn begins, and the low Hand 
Of Fate is ſtretch'd to draw the Veil, and leave 
Thee bare, the naked Mark of public View, 
You may be till deceiv'd, tis in my Pow'r. 
Z A NA. 


Who waits there? As you'll anſwer it, look, this Slave 


. | I the Guard. 

Attempt no Means to make himſelf away. 

I've been decei d. The Public Safety now 

Requires he ſhou'd be more confin'd, and none, 

No, not the Princeſs, ſuffer d or to ſee, 

Or ſpeak with him. I'll quit you to the King. 

Vile and Ingrate ! too late thou ſhalt repent 

The baſe Injuſtice thou haſt done my Love: 

Yes, thou ſhalt know, ſpite of thy paſt Diſtreſs, 

And all thoſe Ills which thou fo long haſt mourn'd ; 

Heav'n has no Rage, like Love to Hatred turn'd, ö 
Nor Hell a Fury, like a Woman ſcorn' d. 


End of the Third AF. 
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ae 


A Room of State. 
Zara, SELIM. 


Z A R A. | 
H RY haft already rack d me with thy 
oY tay ; 
Wu Therefore require me not to ask thee 
twice: 
Reply at once to all. What is concluded ? 
ü S ELI M. 
Your e e highly has incens'd 
The King, and were alone enough to urge 
The Fate of O/inyn; but to that, freſh News 
Is fince arriv'd, of more revolted Troops. 
*Tis certain Heli too is fled, and with him 
(Which breeds Amazement and Diſtraction) ſome 
Who bore high Offices of Weight and Truſt, 
Both in the State and Army. This confirms 
The King, in full Belief of all you told him, 
Concerning . and his Correſpondence 
With chem who firſt began the ** 


Where- 
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Wherefore a Warrant for his Death is ſign'd; 
And Order given. for Public Execution. 
Z A RA. 11 j 
Ha! haſte thee ! ay, prevent his Fate and mine; 


Find out the King, tell him I have of Weight 


More than his Crown t'impart ere O/myn die, 
\ 4&8 -E 1M, 

It needs not, for the King will ſtraight a here, 
And as to your Revenge, not his own Inb'reſt, 
Pretend to ſacrifice the Life of Oſinyn. 

WAP 2 

What ſhall I ſay ? Invent, contrive, adviſe 
Somewhat to blind the King, and fave his Life 
In whom I live. Spite of my Rage and Pride, 
I am a Woman, and a Lover till. _ 

O ! "tis more Grief but to ſuppoſe his Death, 
Than ſtill to meet the Rigour of his Scorn. 
From. my Deſpair my Anger had its Source; 


| When he is dead I muſt deſpair for ever, 


For ever! that's Deſpair it was Diſtruſt 
Before; Diſtruſt will ever be in Love, 
And Anger in Diſtruſt, both ſhort-liv'd Pains. 
But in Deſpair, and ever-during Death, 
No 'Term, no Bound, but Infinite of Woe. 
O Torment, but to think ! what then to bear ? 
Not to be born----Deviſe the Means to ſhun it, 
Quick ; or, by Heav'n, this Dagger drinks thy Blood. 
8E LIN. 

My Life is yours, nor wiſh J to preſerve it, 

But w ſerve you. L have already thought. 
+l. a>; 

Wb my Rage; I know thy Love and Truth. 
But ſay, what's to be done; or when, or how 
Shall I prevent, or ſtop th' approaching Danger? 


1 SE LIM. 
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Wo SELIM. | 4% 
You muſt ſtill ſeem more reſolute and fix'd d 


On O/azyn's Death: too quick a Change of Mercy 


Might breed Suſpicion of the Cauſe. Adviſe, 
Trat Execution may be done in private. 


Z A R A. 
On what Pretence. 

SFLIM. 

Your own Requeſt's enough. 
Fowever, for a Colour, tell him, you | 
Have Cauſe to fear bis Guards may be corrupted, 
And ſome of them bought off to Oſyn's Intereſt, 
Who, at the Place of Execution, will 
Attempt to force his way for an Eſcape. 


| The State of things will countenance all Suſpicions. 


Then offer to the King to have him ſtrangled 
In ſecret by your Mutes; and get an Order, 


That none but Mutes may have Admittance to him. 
J can no more, the King is here, Obtain 


Ibis Gran and J Il acquaint you with the reſt. 


SCENE 
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r 


KinG, Gos AL E zZ, PE REZ, ZARA, SE LIN 


E AR to the Dungeon thoſe Rebellious Slaves, 

Th' ignoble Curs, that yelp to fill the Cry, 
And (ſpend their Mouths in barking Tyranny. 
But for their Leaders, Sancho and Ramirez, 
Let 'em be led away to preſent Death. 
Perez, ſee it perform d. 

GONSALEZ, 

| Might 1 preſume, 
Their Execution better were deferr'd, 
Till Oſas die. Mean time we may learn more 
Of this Conſpiracy, 

KING. 


Then be it ſo. 

Stay, Soldier; they ſhall ſuffer with the Moor. 
Are none return'd of thoſe wha follow'd Heli? 
| G ONSAL EZ. 

None, Sir. Some Papers have been ſince diſcover'd 
In Roderigo's Houſe, who fled with him, 
Which ſeem to intimate, as if 4/phon/o 
Were ſtill alive, and arming in Valentia: 
Which wears indeed this Colour of a Truth, 
They who are fled have that Way bent their Coarſe. 
Of the ſame nature divers Notes have been 
Diſpers'd, t' amuſe the People; whereupon 


L 4 Some 
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Some ready of Belief have rais d this Rumour; 9 
That being ſav d upon the Coaſt of Agi, 
He there diſclos'd himſelf to Allacacim, 
And by a ſecret Compact made with him, 
Open'd and urg'd'the way to this Invaſion ; 
While he himſelf, returning to Valentia 
In private, undertook to raiſe this Tumult. 
Z A R A. 
Ha! hear'ſt thou that? Is Oſyn then Alphonſe ! 
O Heav'n! a thouſand things occur at once 
To my Remembrance now, that make it plain. 
O certain Death for him, as ſure Deſpair 
For me, if it be known If not, what Hope 
Have I? Yet 'twere the loweſt Baſeneſs, now » 
To yield him up No, I will till conceal him, 
And try the Force of yet more Obligations. 
GONSALEZ, 
'Tis not impoſſible. Yet, it may be 
That ſome Impoſtor has uſurp'd his Name, 
Your beauteous Captive Zara can inform, 
If ſuch a one, ſo ſcaping, was receiv'd, 
At any time, in Albacacim's Court. 
* RA N-E, 
Pardon, fair Excellence, this long Neglect: 
An unforeſeen, unwelcome Hour of Buſineſs, 
Has thruſt between us and our while of Love; 
But wearing now apace with ebbing Sand, 
Will quickly waſte, and give again the Day, 
tb: Rei nn 
You're too ſecure : The Danger i is more imminent _ 
Than your high Courage ſuffers you to ſee ; 
While O/nyn lives, you are not ſafe. 
| K TN G. | 
His Doom 
Is paſs'd ; if you revoke it not, he dies, 
| | Z A RA. 


LARA. A 
"Tis well. By bt I heard upon your Entrance, 
I find I can unfold what yet concerns 
' You more. One who did call himſelf Apberſo 
Was caſt upon. my Coaſt, as is reported, : 
And oft had private Conference with the King: 
To what effect I knew not then: But he, IT 
Alphonſo, ſecretly departed, juſt 
About the time our Arms embark'd for Spain. 
What I know more is, That a triple League 
Of ſtricteſt Friendſhip, was profe(s'd between 
Alphonſo, Heli, and the Traitor O/myn. 
XK ING. 
Public Report is ratify'd in this. 
. | 
And O fn Death requir'd of ſtrong Necefh ity. 
K I N G. . 
Give Order ſtraight that all the Pris ners a. 
LARS "HEY 
' Forbear a Moment; ſomewhat more I have £7 
Worthy your private Ear, and this your Miniſter. 
XING. 
Let all * Gonſales leave the Room. 
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Kis c, Gon saL Ez, Zara, 8 L u. 


2 4 K 4. 


1 "Ts Four Captive, and vou ve us d me nobly 4 


And in Return of that, tho otherwiſe 
Your Enemy, I have diſcover'd — 
His private Practice and Conſpirac 
Againſt your State: And fully to charge 
Myſelf of what I've undertaken, now - | 
I think it fit to tell you, that your Guards 
Are tainted ; fome among em have reſolv'd 
To reſcue O/zyn at the Place of Death. 
© INF. 
Is Treaſen then ſo near us as our Guards ! 
2 4 R f. 

Moſt certain; tho my Knowledge is not yet 


So ripe, to point at y C. Men. 


ING 
What's to be done? 
EZ A RA. 

That too I will adviſe. 
I have remaining in-my Train ſome Mutes, 
A Preſent once from the Sultana Queen, 
In the Grand Seignior's Court. Theſe, from their Infancy, 
Are practis'd in the Trade of Death; and ſhall 
(As there the Cuſtom is) in private m—_ 
Oſhn. 


SON 
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|  GONZA4 LE Z. 
My Lord, the Queen adviſes well. 
XING. 
What Off ring, or what Recompence remains 
In me, that can be worthy ſo great Services ? 
To caſt beneath your Feet the Crown you've ſav d, 
Tho” on the Head that wears it, were too little. 
| Z A R A. 
Of that hereafter; but, mean time, tis fit 
You give ſtrict Charge, that none may be admitted 
To ſee the her, but ſuch Mutes as I 1 
Shall ſend. | 
* 1 N G. 


e 
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| EY GoNnZzALBZ, Zara, SELIM, Perez. 


KIN 8 
0 20 your Life take heed, | 
| That only Zara's Mutes, or ſuch 1 g 
Her Warrant, have Admittance to the Magr. 
| © & & Annu 
They and no other, not the Princeſs ſelf, 
PEREZ. 
Your Majeſty ſhall be obey d. 
KING. 
Retire. 
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ys -0 8 NE Wc 
King, Gonzains, Zara, Se LIM, 


GONZALEZ. 


T H A T TnterdiQion ſo particular, 
Pronounc'd with Vehemence againſt the Princeſs 


Shou'd have more Meaning than appears barefac'd. 


\ ; 


3 


The King is blinded by his Love, and heeds 
It not. Your Majeſty ſure might have ſpard 
That laſt Reſtraint; you hardly can ſufpe& 
The Princeſs is Confederate with the Moor. 
2 
Tve heard, her Charity did once extend 


So far, to viſit him, at his Requeſt. 


* ONZALEZ. 
Fn. oat... 
| 25 
How! ? She viſit Ofrayr. | What, my Daughter? F 
- EE:L FM. . : 
Madam, take heed ; or you have ruin'd all. 
24 
And after did ſolicit you on hia 
Behalf, — 
KR IN 6. 
Never. You have been miſinform'd. 
2 * 


Indeed? Then *twas a Whiſper ſpread by "EG 
Who wiſh'd it ſo ; a common Art in Courts, 
I will retire, and inſtantly prepare 
Inſtruction for my Miniſters of Death. 


SCENE 


8 
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SCENE. V. 


* , G = 


| G 0 NSA L E Z. 

HE R E's ſomewhat yet of Myſtery in this ; 
Her Words and Actions are obſcure. and double, 
Sometimes concur, and ſometimes diſagree; Fa 

J like it not. 


* T- N G. ; 
What doſt thou think, G 
Are we not much indebted to this Fair Sr > 
6 ONSALEZ. N 
J am a little flow of Credit, Sir, 
In the Sincer fy of Womens Actions. 
Methinks tis Lady's Hatred to the Moor _ 
Diſquiets her too much; which makes it ſeem 
As if ſhe'd rather that ſhe did not hate him. 
J wiſh her Mutes are meant to be employ d 
As ſhe pretends I doubt it now—— Your G 
Corrupted ; how ? by whom ? who told her ſo? 
T'th' Evening Oſnyn was to die; at Midnight 
She begg'd the Royal Signet to releaſe him; 
T'th* Morning he muſt die again; ere Noon 
Her Mutes alone muſt ſtrangle him, or he'll 
Eſcape. This put N ſuits not well. 
Ne 
Yet, has chives s Truth in what ſhe has. diſcover, | 


18 * from every Circumſtance. 


This 


z 
| 
4 
| 
' 
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| 
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This Tumult, and the Lords who fled wich Heli, 
Are Confirmation that Alphonſo lives, 


Agrees exprefly too with her Report. 
GONSALEZ. 


I grant it, Sir; and doubt not, but in Rage 
Of Jealouſy, ſhe has diſcover'd what 
She now repents. It may be I'm deceiv'd. 
But why that needleſs Caution of the Princeſs? © 
What if ſhe had ſeen O/myn ? tho? *twere ſtrange, 
But if ſhe had, what was't to her? unleſs | 
She fear'd her ſtronger Charms might cauſe the Moor? 8 


Affection to revolt. 
K ING. 


I thank thee, Friend. 
There's Reaſon in thy Doubt, and I am warn'd. 
But think ſt thou that my Daughter ſaw this Meer ? 
CC. GNS ATK. 
If Oſmyn be, as Zara has related, 
Alphonſo's Friend; tis not impoſſible, 
Bat ſhe might wiſh on his Account to ſee him. 
KING. 

Say'ſt thou ? By Heaven thou haſt rous'd a Thought, 
That like a ſudden Earthquake ſhakes my Frame; 
Confuſion ! then my Daughter's an Accomplice, 

And plots in private with this helliſh Maar. 
66 ON SALE Z. 
That were too hard a Thought but ſee ſhe comes. 


Twere not amiſs to queſtion her a little, 
And try howe'er, if I've divin'd aright, 


If what I fear be due, ſhe? 11 he concern'd 
For O/-yn's Death, as he's Aiptanſe's Friend. 
Urge that, to try I we i lis for him. 


SCENE 
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„ 
Kino, Gontatez, Auf, Rewe 


XING. 
Yo UR coming * prevented me, Almeria; 
I had determin'd to have ſent for you, 

Let your Attendant be diſmiſs'd ; 1 have 
I Leonora retires. 
To talk with you. Come near ; why doſt thou ſhake 2 
What mean thoſe ſwollen and red-fleck'd Eyes, that look 
As they had wept in Blood, and worn the Night — 
In waking Anguiſn? Why this, on the Day 
Which was deſign'd to Celebrate thy Nuptials: 
But that the Beams of Light are to be ſtain d 
With reeking Gore, from Traitors on the Rack ? 
Wherefore I have deferr'd the Marriage Rites, 
Nor ſhall the guilty Horrors of this Day 
Prophane that Jubilee. 
| ALMERIA. 

All Days to me 
Henceforth are equal; this the Day of Death, 
To- morrow, and the next, and each that follows, _ 
Will undiſtinguiſtyd roll, and but prolong 
One hated Line of more extended Woe. 

KING. 

Whence is thy Grief? Give me to know tha Cauſe, 

And look. thou anſwer me with Truth ; for know, : 
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Lam not unacquainted with thy Falſhood. _ 
Why art thou mute? baſe and degenerate Maid! 
G O NS AL EE. 
Dear Madam, ſpeak, or you'll incenſe the King. 
ALMERFA. 4 
What is't to ſpeak ? or wherefore ſhould I ſpeak ? 
What mean theſe Tears, but Grief unutterable ? 
K I NG. 
They are the dumb Confeſſions of thy Mind; 
They mean thy Guilt ; and ſay thou wert Confed'rate 
With damn'd Conſpirators to take my Life. 
O impious Parricide ! now can't thou ſpeak ? 
4 LME RIA. 
O Earth, behold I kneel upon thy Boſom, 
And bend my flowing Eyes, to ſtream upon 
Thy Face, imploring thee that thou wilt yield ; 
Open thy Bowels of Compaſſion, take 
Into thy Womb the laſt and moſt forlorn 
Of all thy Race. Hear me, thou common Parent; 
Il have no Parent elſe be thou a Mother, 
And ſtep between me and the Curſe of him, 
Who was——— who was, but is no more a Father, 
But brands my Innocence with. horrid. Crimes; 2 
And for the tender Names of Child and Daughter, 
Now calls me Murderer and Parricide. 
XING. 
Riſe, I e—— thee riſe and if thou wou dſt 
Acquit thyſelf of thoſe deteſted Names, 
Swear thou haſt never ſeen that Foreign Dog, 
Now doom'd to die, that moſt accurſed Q. 
ALMERIA. 
Never, but as with Innocence I might, 
| And free of all bad Puspoſes. So Heav'n's. 
My Witneſs. 


8 | ', TING. 


hay Wl 4 
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TTT 5 
Vile equi vocating Wretch ! 


With Innocence? O Patience! hear——fhe owns it! 
Confeſſes it! By Heaven I'll have him rack d, 1 


T.oorn, mangled, flay'd, impaPd---all Pains and Tortures 


That Wit of Man and dire Revenge can think, 
Shall he accumulated under-bear. © 


"ALMERIA. 
Oh, Iam loſt — there Fate begins to wound. 
: KTI 


Hear me, then; if thou canſt, reply; know, Traitreſs, | 
Tm not to learn that curs'd Alphonſo lives; 
Nor am I ignorant what O/myn is. — 

| ALMERTI 4. 

Then all is ended, and we both muſt die. 
Since thou'rt reveal'd, alone thou ſhalt not die. 
And yet alone wou'd I have dy'd, Heav'n knows, 
Repeated Deaths, rather than have reveaPd thee. 


Fes, all my Father's wounding Wrath, tho' each 


Reproach cuts deeper than the keeneſt Sword, 
And cleaves my Heart ; I wou'd have born it all, 
Nay, all the Pains that are prepar d for thee: 
To the remorſeleſs Rack I wou'd have giv'n 
This weak and tender Fleſh, to have been bruis'd | 
And torn, rather than have reveal'd thy Being. 
XING. 
Hell ! Hell! do I hear this, and yet endure ! 
What, dar'ſt thou to my Face avow thy Guilt? 
Hence, ere I curſe——fly my juſt Rage with ſpeed ; 
Leſt I forget us both, and ſpurn thee from me. 
ALMERIA. 
And yet a Father! think I am your Child. 
Turn not your Eyes away — look on me kneeling ; 
Now curſe me if you can, now ſpurn me off. 


Did 


* 
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Did ever Father curſe his kneeling Child 
Never: For always Bleflings crown that Poſture, 


Nature inclines, and half-way meets that Duty, 
Stooping to raiſe from Earth the Filial Reverence ; 


For bended Knees returning folding Arms, 


With Pray'rs, and Bleflings, and paternal Love. 
O hear me then, thus crawling on the Earth 
KING. 
Be thou advis'd, and let me go, while yet 
The light Impreſſion thou haſt made remains. 
| ALMERIA. 8 
No, never will I riſe, nor looſe this Hold, 
Till you are mov'd, and grant that he may live. 
| INE. f 
Ha] who may live? take heed, no more of chat; 
For on my Soul he dies, tho thou, and I, 
And all ſhou'd follow to partake his Doom. 


Away, off, let me go——Call her Attendants, - 


RF [Leonora and Women return. 
/ 0c. 
Drag me, barrow the Earth with my bare Boſom, 
Tu not let go till you have ſpar'd my Husband. 
| x  & Ld G< | 
Hal what ſay ſt thou? Husband! Husband ! Damnation! 
What Husband? which, who? 8 
| ALMI X IA. | 
He, he is my Husband, 
XING. | F 
Poiſon and Daggers! who? 
. ALMgRIA. 
O0 5 


GONSALEZ, 
Help, ſupport her. 
oth 41 II E. 


© [ Faints. 
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ALMERIA. 

Let me go, let me fall, fink deep I'll dig, 
I' dig a Grave, and tear up Death; I will; 
Pl ſcrape *cill I collect his rotten Bones, 
And cloath their Nakedneſs with my own Fleſh ; 
Yes, I will ſtrip off Life, and we will change : 
I will be Death ; then tho' you kill my Husband 
He ſhall be mine, ſtill and for ever mine. 


XING. 
What Husband ? who? whom doſt thou mean? 
GONSALEZ. | 
She ates? 
ALMER14. | ; 
0 that I did. Oſapn, he is my Husband. 
KIN A 
O/myn ? 
E. ALMERIA. 


Not O/myn, but Alphenſo is my dear 
: And wedded Husband —— Heav'n, and Air, and Seas, 
Ye Winds and Waves, 3 4 7 all to Witneſs. 


Wilder than Winds or Waves thyſelf doſt rave. 
Shou'd I hear more, I too ſhou'd catch thy Madneſs, 
Vet ſomewhat ſhe muſt mean of dire Import, | 
Which I'll not hear, ill I am more at Peace. 

Watch her returning Senſe, and bring me Word: 
And look that ſhe attempt not on her Life. 


SCENE 
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SCENE vm. 


n G 25 Lz0NORa, Artendainths 
N ; 1 


AL M E RIA. 
O Stay, yet ſtay; hear me, I am not mad. 
I wou'd to Heav'n I were—— He's gone. 
GONSALEZ, —_— 
Have Comfort. 
| ALME R 7 4. 

Curs'd be that Tongue, that bids me be of Comfort; ; 
Curs'd my own Tongue, that cou'd not move his Pity z 
Curs'd theſe weak Hands, that could not hold him 1 5 

For he is gone to doom A/phon/o's Death. | 
GONSALEZ.: 
Vour too exceſſive Grief works on your Fancy, 
And deludes your Senſe. A/phornfo, if living, 
Is far from hence, beyond your Father's Power. 
J LME X IA. nd Le 
Hence, thou deteſted, ill-tim'd Flatterer ; _ 
Source of my Woes : Thou and thy Race be curs'd 
But doubly thou, who cou'dft alone have Policy) 
And Fraud, to find the fatal Secret out, 
_ know that Oſmyn was Alphonſo. 
 _"GCONSALEZ. 
1 Ha! 
ALMERIA. 

Why doſt thou ſtart ! what doſt thou ſee or hear? 

Was it the doleful Bell, tolling for Death ? 


Or 
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Or dying Groans from my 4!phon/o's Breaſt ? 

See, ſee, look yonder ! where a grizled, pale, .. 
And ghaſtly Head glares by, all ſmear'd with Blood, 
Gaſping as it wou'd ſpeak ; and after, ſee! _ 
Behold a damp, dead. Hand has dropp'd a Dagger : 
Fll catch it Hark! a Voice cries Murder! _ 1 
My Father's Voice! hollow it ſounds, and calls 

Me from the Tomb — I'll follow it; for there © 
I ſhall again behold my dear TOE. 


S C Eͤ T IX. 
Gonsalsz ale, 


HE's 1 griev'd; nör am 1 ies Wet d. 
O/myn Al iphonſo 1. no; ſhe over-rates 
My Policy: I ne'er ſuſpected it: | 
Nor now had known it, but from her Miſtake. 
Her Husband too! Ha! Where is Garcia then? 5 
And where the Crown that ſhou'd deſcend on him, 
To grace the Line of my Poſterity? 


Hold, let me think If I ſhou'd tell the King 


Things come to this Extremity; his Daughter 
Wedded already ——what if he ſhou'd yield? 
Knowing no Remedy for what is paſt; 

And urg'd by. Nature pleading for his Child, 
With which he ſeems to be already ſhaken ? 
And tho' I know he hates beyond the Grave 
Anſelmo's Race; yet if——that If concludes me. 
To . when I may be aſſur'd, is Folly, 
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But how prevent the Captive Queen, who means 
To ſet him free? Ay, now tis plain; O well 

| | Invented Tale! He was A/phonſo's F Rene. 
| This ſubtle Woman will amuſe the King, 

i If I delay twill do or better ſo. 

| Our 10 my Wiſh. Alonzo, thou art welcome. 


2 N 2 N TEA Y SY Al | 


c 
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oro. 
THE King expeds your Lordſhip, 
|  GONSALEZ. | : 


| "Tis no matter. 
Pm not th? way at preſent, pool Alonco. 
ALONZ | 
If't pleaſe your Lordſhip, PII pre and ſay 
I have not ren 7 
| CONSALEZ. 

Do, my beſt An. | 
| vet lay, I wotld— bat go; anon will ſerve 
1 Yet I have that requires thy ſpeedy help. 
| I chink thou wou'dit not ſtop to do me Service. 
= :  FLONZO. | 
| I am your Creathre. 
\ GONSALEZ. 

1 1 Say thou art my Friend. 
'F I've ſeen thy Sadr do noble Execution. 

0 ALONZO. 

All that it can your Lordſhip ſhall command. 


GON. 


F ere VELO ⁵˙ Wn a. AM oi er 
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GO NSALE zZ. 

Thanks and I take thee at thy Word. Thou't ſeen, 

Among the Followers of the Captive Queen, 
Dumb Men, who make their Meaning known by Signs, | 
4LONET o. 
I have, my Lord. 
 GONSALEZ. 
| Coud'ſt thou procure, with Speed 
And 8 the wearing Garb of one 
Of thoſe, tho' purchas d by his Death, I'd give 
Thee ſuch Reward, as ſhon'd exceed thy Wiſh, 
ALONZO. 
Conclude it done. Where ſhall I wait your Lordſhip ? 
GONSALEZ. 

At my Apartment. Uſe thy utmoſt Diligence; 
And ſay I've not been ſeen haſte, good Alonzo, 
So, this can hardly fail. Apbonſo ſlain, 

The greateſt Obſtacle is then remov'd, 
Almeria widow'd, yet again may wed; 
And I yet fix the Crown on Garcia's Head. 


End of the Fourth As. 
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3 EX I NO | 
or to be found! ? In an il Hour he's ab: 


= CA 
3 5 ſent. 
N= ; 4 | \ bY 


None, ſay you, none? 1 not the Fa- 
v'rite Eunuch? 

Nor ſhe herſelf, nor any of her Mutes, 

Have yet requir'd Admittance ? 

| 2. 


{0 None, my Lord, 
| KING. > 
Is Oſnyn fo diſpos'd as I commanded ? 
„ ES. . ? 
Faſt bound in double Chains, and at fall lengtk 
He lies ſupine on Earth: with as much eaſe 
She might remove the Centre of this Earth, 
As looſe the Rivets of his Bonds, 
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X TNG 
Tis well. 
14 Mute appears, and ſeeing the King retires. 


Ha! fop ad ſeize that Mute 3 Alonzo, follow him. 


Ent'ring he met my Eyes, and ſtarted back, 
Frighted, and fumbling one Hand in his Boſom, 


As to conceal th' Importance of his Errand. 


[Alonzo folhavs him, and returns with a Paper. 
ALONZ O. | | 
0 bloody Proof of obſtinate Fidelity ! 
l 1 G. 
What doſt thou mean by 7 
bs! Soon as 1 ſeiz'd the Man, 
He . fnatchvd from out his Boſom this and ftrove 
With raſh and greedy haſte, at once to.cram 
The Morſel down his Throat. I catch'd his Arm, 
And hardly wrench'd his: Hand to wring it from him ; 
Which done, he drew his Poniard from his Side, 
And on the Inftant plung'd it in his Breaſt. 
KING. 
800 che Body thence ere Zara ſee it. 
| ALONZ O. 
T'11l be fo bold to borrow his Attire; 
*Twill quit me of my Promiſe to Gon/a/ex. 


Vor. H. M SCENE 


SCENE II. 


n 


PEREZ. "£42 ba 
WW Hate er it is, the King's Complexion turns. 


EK F NG... 
How's ei ? My Mortal Foe beneath my Roof ? 
Having read the Lotter. 
O give n me Patience, os Powers J no, wither a 
Give me new Rage, implacable Revenge, 
And trebled ing L _ 5 there Prev 
My Lord. 


| KE 7 N G. 

Hence, Slave ! how dar'ſt thou bide, to watch and pry 
Into how poor a thing a King deſcends ; 
How like thyſelf, when Paſſion treads him down? 
Ha ! ftir not, on thy Life : For thou wert fix'd, 
And planted here to ſee me gorge this Bait, | 
And laſh againſt the Hook By Heav'n, you're all 
Rank Traitors; thou art with the reſt combin'd ; 
Thou knew'ſt that Ofnyn was Alphonſo, knew'ſt 
My Daughter privately with him conferr'd ; 
And wert the Spy and Pandar to their Meeting. 

PERE . 
By all that's Holy, I'm amaz 
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K T1 N-G. 
Thou ly'f. 


Thou art Accomplice too with Zara; here 


Where ſhe ſets down Sill vill J ſet thee free. 


U 


Vo. 


a [ Reading. 
That ſomewhere is repeated Hawe Poaver 
O'er them that are thy Guards Mark that, thou Traitor. 

NA. 

It was your Majeſty's Command, I ſhould 
Obey her Order, ; 
K IN G. [ Reading. 
And ſtill auill T fet 


Thee free, Alphonſo— Hell! curs'd, curs'd Alphonſo! | 


Falſe and Perfidious Zara! Strumpet Daughter! 
Away, be gone, thou feeble Boy, fond Love, 

All Nature, Softneſs, Pity and Compaſſion, 

This Hour I throw ye off, and entertain 

Fell Hate within my Breaſt, Revenge and Gall. 

By Heav'n, I'll meet, and counterwork this Treachery. 


Hark thee, Villain, Traitor — anſwer me, Slave. 


E R EZ. 
My Service has not merited thoſe Titles. 
: K 1 N G. NS | 
Dar'ſt thou reply? Take that thy Service? thine ? 
| |  [Serines him. 

What's thy whole Life, thy Soul, thy All, to my 
One Moment's Eaſe ? Hear my Command ; and look 
That thou obey, or Horror on thy Head. 
Drench me thy Dagger in A/phonſo's Heart. 
Why doſt thou ſtart ? Reſolve, or 
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KING. 

'Tis well---that when ſhe comes to ſet him free, 

His Teeth may grin, and mock at her Remorſe.' 

| [Perez going. 
Stay thee----I've Hikes thought -- PII add to this, 

And give her Eyes yet greater Diſappointment: 

When thou haſt ended him, bring me his Robe 

And let the Cell where ſhe'll expe& to ſee him 

Be darken'd, ſo as to amuſe the Sight. 

I'll be conducted thither mark me well 

There with his Turbant, and his Robe array'd, 

And laid along as he now lies ſupine, 

I ſhall convi& her to her Face of Falſhood. 

When for Alphonſo's ſhe ſhall take my Hand, 

And breathe her Sighs upon my Lips for his, 

Sudden F'll ſtart, and daſh her with her Guilt. 

But ſee, ſhe comes; I'll ſhun th Encounter; thou 

Follow me, and give heed to my Direction. | 


2 4 4 , Sx £1 2. 


e R fs. © - 
T H E Mute not yet return'd! ha, 'twas the King! 
The King that parted hence! frowning he went; 
His Eyes like Meteors roll'd, then darted down 
Their 1ed and angry Beams; as if his Sight 
Would, like the raging Dog-ſtar, ſcorch the Earth, ö 
An 


— 
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And kindle Ruin in its Courſe. Doſt think 
He ſaw me! | | 
„ SE L*F Me | 
Ves: But then, as if he thought 
His Eyes had err'd, he haſtily recall'd 
"ET ie Look, and ſternly turn'd away. 
. 

Shun me * ſeen ! I fear thou haſt undone me. 

Thy ſhallow artifice begets Suſpicion, 
And, like a Cobweb- Veil, but thinly ſnades 
The Face of thy Deſign; alone diſguiſing 
What ſhould have ne'er been ſeen; imperſect Miſchief | 
Thou like the Adder, venomous and deaf, 
Haſt ſtung the Traveller; and, after, hear'ft 
Not his purſuing Voice ; ev'n where thou think'ſt 
To hide, the ruſtling Leaves and bended Graſs 
Confeſs, and point the Path which thou haſt crepe, 
O Fate of Fools ! officious in Contriving ; 
In Executing puzzled, lame, and loft, 

S E EIN. 

Avert it, Heav'n, that you ſhould ever ſuffer 
For my Defe& : or that the Means which I 
Devis'd to ſerve ſhould ruin your Deſign ! 
Preſcience is Heav'n's alone, not giv'n to Man. 

If J have fail'd in what, as being Man, 
I needs muſt fail; impute not as a Crime 
My Nature's Want, but puniſh Nature in me: 
I plead not for a Pardon and to live, 
But to be puniſh'd and forgiven. Here, ſtrike ; 
I bare my Breaſt to meet your juſt Revenge, 

Z ARA. 

T have not Leiſure now to take ſo poor 
A Forfeit as thy Life : Somewhat of high 


And more important Fate requires my Thought, 
| M 3 When 
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When I've concluded on myſelf, if I "* 
Think fit, I'll leave thee my Command to die, 
Regard me well; and dare not to reply | 
To what I give in Charge; For Pm reſolv'd. 
Give Order, that the two remaining Mutes 1 
Attend me inſtantly, with each a Bowl _ : 
Of ſuch Ingredients mix'd, as will with ſpeed: 

Benumb the living Faculties, and give 

Moſt eaſy and inevitable Death. 

Yes, Qſenyn, yes; be Oſyn or Alphonſo, 

FlL give thee Freedom, if thou dar'ſt be free: 

Such Liberty as I embrace myſelf, 

Thou ſhalt partake. Since Fates no more afford ; 

I can but die with thee; to keep my Word. 


SCENE IV. 
SCENE opening, foews the Priſon. 
GonSALE® alone, diſguis'd like a Mute, with a Dagger. : 


GONSALE Z. 
OR Centine), nor Guard! the Doors unbarr'd ! 
And all as ſtill, as at the Noon of Night f 
Sure Death already has been buſy here. 
There lies my Way, that Door too is unlock'd. [ Looks in. 
Ha! ſure he ſleeps ——alP's dark within, ſave what 
A Lamp, that feebly lifts a fickly Flame, | 
By fits reveals — his Face ſeems turn'd, to favour 
Th'Attempt: 


4 


Th' Attempt: I'll ſteal, and do it unperceiv'd, 
What Noiſe ! ſome body coming? "it, Alnxo? 
No body? Sure he'll wait without I would 
Twere done I Il crawl, and ſting him to the Heart: 
Then caſt my Skin, and leave it there to anſwer it. 

[Goes in. 


nE V-2 


Gakgta ALS 6. 


GARCIA 


XIX / Here ? where, Alonzo ? where's my Father? where 


The King? Confuſion ! all is on the Rout ! 
All's loſt, all ruin'd by Surpriſe and Treachery. 
Where, where is he? Why doſt thou thus miſ-lead me? 
FL © N | 
My Lord, he enter'd but a Moment fince, 
And cou'd not paſs me unperceiv'd What hoa! 


My Lord, my Lord, what, hoa! My Lord Gon/alez! 
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SC E N E VI. 


Garcla, AT oN Zz o, Gos AL E 2 Body. 


GONSALEZ, 
Percition choke' your Clamours 
Rudeneſs 2 


Garcia / 


whence this 


G AR CIA. 
Perdition, Slavery, and Death, 
Are entring now our Doors. Where is che King? 
What means this Blood ? and why this Face of Horror? 
GONSALE Z. 


No matter give me firſt to know the Cauſe 
Of theſe your raſh and ill tim'd Exclamations. 
G A R U IA. 


The Eaſtern Gate is to the Foe betray'd, 
Who, but for Heaps of Slain that choke the Paſſage, 
Had enter'd long ere now, and born down all 
Before 'em, to the Palace Walls, Unleſs 
The King in Perſon animate our Men 
Granada's loſt ; and to confirm this Fear, 

The Traitor Perez, and the Captive Moor, * 
| aye thro* a Poſtern fled, and join the Foe. | 
6 O N SALE Z. 
wou d all were falſe as that; for whom you call 
The Moor, is dead. That O/myn was Alphonſo ; ; 
ln whote Heart's Blood this * yet is warm. 


G 4 R- 


This Deed 
The King 


See, ſee, attir'd like O/myn, where he lies. 
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Na 
Impoſible for O/myz was, while flying, 
Pronounc'd aloud by Perez for Alphonſo. 
 GONSALE Z. 
Enter that Chamber, and convince your Eyes, 
How much Report has wrong'd your «ly Faith, 


[G arcia goes in. 
— 4 ILO V o. 
My Lord, for certain Truth Perex is fled ; 
And has declar'd the Cauſe of his Revolt, 
Was to revenge a Blow the King had giv'n him, 
686 AR CIA [returning ] 
Ruin and Horror! O Heart.: wounding Sight! 
G ONSA LE Z. 
What ſays my Son? what Ruin? ha? what e 
G AR CIA. | 
Blaſted my Eyes, and ſpeechleſs be my Tongue, 


Rather than or to ſee, or to relate 
O dire Miſtake ! O fatal Blow! 


GONSALEZ, ALONZO. 
The King! 
G AR CIA. 

Dead, welt' ring, drown'd in Blood. 


Dey lack in, 
O whence, or how, or wherefore was this done? 
But what imports the Manner, or the Cauſe ? 
Nothing remains to do, or to require, 
But that we all ſhould turn our Swords againſt 
Our Selves, and expiate with our own his Blood, 
GONSALE Z. 
O Wretch! O curs'd, and raſh, deluded Fool ! 


On me, on me, turn your avenging Sword. 


M 5 1. 


| 
| 
| 
| 


ä—⁊— — r — 
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I, who have ſpilt my Royal Maſter's Blood, 
Shou'd make Atonement by a Death as horrid ; 
And fall beneath the Hand of my own Son. 
G AR CIA. 
Ha! what! atone this Murder with a greater! 
T he Horror of that Thought has damp'd my Rage. 
The Earth already grones to bear this Deed, 
Oppreſs her not, nor think to ſtain her Face 
With more unnatural Blood. Murder my Father!“ 
Better with this to rip up my own Bowels, 
And bathe it to the Hilt, in far leſs damnable 
Self- Murder. 
G ON SALE 2. 

O my Son! from the blind Dotage 
Of a Father's Fondneſs theſe Ills aroſe; 
For thee I've been ambitious, baſe, and bloody; 


For thee I've plung'd into this Sea of Sin ; 


Stemming the Tide with only one weak Hand, 
While tother bore the Crown, (to wreath thy Brow)- 
Whoſe Weight has ſunk me ere I reach'd the Shore. 
G A R CIA. 
Fatal Ambition! Hark! the Foe is enter d: [Shouts 
The Shrilneſs of that Shout ſpeaks em at Hand. 
We have no time to ſearch. into the Cauſe 
Ofthis ſurpriſing and moſt fatal Error. 
What's to be done ? the King's Death known, will ſtrike: 
The few remaining Soldiers with Deſpair, 
And make 'em yield to Mercy of the Conqueror. 
| ALONSYZ O. 
My Lord, I've thought how to conceal the Body; 
Require me not to tell the Means, till done, 
Leit you forbid what then you e 
Leer in. Shout. 


G O N. 
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enn 

They ſhout again ! whate'er he means to do, 
Twere fit the Soldiers were amus'd with Hopes: 
And in the mean time fed with Expectation 
To ſee the King in Perſon at their Head. 

| GARCIA. 

Were it a Truth, I fear 'tis now too late. 
But I'll omit no Care, nor Haſte ; to try 
Or to Ep their en or n die. 


5 N 8 > —D 2 | 09 ©, 2 N 2 


+ — ec . 
SCENE VII. 
eng AL oN 2 0. 


SG SAHLEDZ. 
HAT haſt thou done, Alonzo ? 
 £ LOANS Q. 
Sach a Deed 

As but an Hour ago I'd not have done, 
Tho? for the Crown of Univerſal Empire. 
But what are Kings reduC'd to common Clay ? 
Or who can wound the Dead ?----T'ye from the Body 
Sever'd the Head, and in an obſcure Corner 
Diſpos'd 1 it, muffled in the Mute”s Attire, 
Leaving to View of them that enter next, 
Alone the undiſtinguiſh'd Trunk: 
Which may be ſtill miſtaken by the Guards 
For O/zyn, if in ſeeking for the King 
They chance to find it. 
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GONSALEZ, 

*T'was an Act of Horror; 
And of a Piece with this Day's dire Miſdeeds. 
But *tis no time to ponder or repent. 
Haſte thee, Alonzo, haſte thee hence with Wers. 
To aid my Son. TI follow with the laſt 
Reſerve, to re- inforce his Arms: At leaſt, 
I ſhall make good, and ee his Retreat. 


ERISA N = — DICE 8 
8 C E N E vi 


Zak A, followed by SE L 1M, and tao Mutes beari 
$6. the Null.. 2 


Z A R A. 


Qllence: and Solitude are ev*ry where ! 

 Thro' all the Gloomy Ways and Iron Doors 
That hither lead, nor Human Face nor Voice 

Fs ſeen or heard. A dreadful Din was wont 

To grate the Senſe, whenenter'd here; from Grones 
And Howls of Slaves condemn'd, from Clink of Chains, 
And Craſh of ruſty Bars and creeking Hinges : 

And ever and anon the Sight was daſh'd | 

With frightful Paces, and the meagre Looks 

Of grim and ghaſtly Executioners. 

Yet more this Stillneſs terrifies my Soul, 

Than did that Scene of complicated Horrors. 

It may be, that the Cauſe of this my Errand 

And Purpoſe, being chang'd from Life to Death, 


Has alſo wrought this chilling Change of Temper. 
| Or 
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Or does my Heart bode more ? what can it more 


Than Death ꝛ 


_- 


Let 'em ſet down the Bowls, and warn Alphonſo 

That I am here——ſo. You return and find 
[Mutes going in. 

The King; tell him, what he requir'd, Pve on; 

And wait his coming to * the Deed. 


Zara and Mor z s. 


2 A R A. 
HAT have you ſeen ? Ha! wherefore flare you Kin 
[ The Mutes return, and look affrighted. 
With hagard Eyes! ? why are your Arms acroſs ? 
' Your heavy and deſponding Heads hung down ? 
Why is't you more than ſpeak in theſe ſad Signs? 
Give me more ample Knowledge of this Mourning, 


They go to the Scene, uhh opening be Peretives the Body. 


Ha ! proftrate ! bloody l headtefs 1 O Tm loft. 
O O/myn! O Alphonſo I Cruel Fate ! 

Cruel, Cruel, O more than killing Object 

I came prepared to die, and ſee thee die 
Nay, came prepar'd myſelf to give thee Death 
But cannot bear to find thee thus, my Ofmyn 
O this accurs'd, this baſe, this treach'rous King! 


SCENE 


9 
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ZARA, 8E II N. 


| S ELIN. 
12 E ſought in vain, for no where can the King 
Be found — -- 
| n SER-1£ 
Get thee to Hell, and ſeek him there. [Srabs him. 
His Helliſh Rage had wanted Means to a&, 
But for thy fatal and pernicious Counſel. 
You thought it better then but I'm rewarded. 
The Mute you ſent, by ſome Miſchance was ſeen, 
And forc'd to yield your Letter with his Life: 
I found the dead and bloody Body ftrip'd — 
My Tongue falters and my Voice fails I fink — 
Drink not the P oiſon | for Alphonſo | 7 OTE [ Dies: . 
41 RK X: a 5 
As thou art now——And I ſhall quickly be. 
is not that he is dead; for twas decreed 
We both ſhould die. Nor is't that I ſurvive; 
I have acertain Remedy for that 55 
But Oh, he dy'd unknowing in my Heart. 
He knew I lov'd, but knew not to what Height: 
Nor that I meant to fall before his Eyes. 
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A Martyr and a Vidim to my Vows : 

Inſenſible of this laſt Proof he's gone. 

Yet Fate alone can rob his mortal Part 

Of Senſe : His Soul ſtill ſees, and knows each Purpoſe, 
And fix'd Event of my perſiſting Faith. 


Then, wherefore do I pauſe — give me the Bowl. | 
[.4 Mute kneels and gives one of the Bowh. | 
Hover a Moment, yet, thou gentle Spirit, 
Soul of my Love, and I will wait thy flight. 
This to our mutual Bliſs when join'd above. [Drinks. 
O friendly Draught, already in my Heart, 
Cold, cold; my Veins are Icicles and Froſt. 
_ PI creep into his Boſom, lay me there; 
Cover us cloſe—-or I ſhall chill his Breaſt, 
And fright him from my Arms—— See, ſee, he lides 
Still further from me; look, he hides his Face. 
I cannot feel it quite beyond my reach. 
O now he s gone, and all is dark — [Dies. 
[The Mutes kneel and mourn over ber. 


ALMERIA, LEONORA, MuTEs, &c.. 


ALMERIA. 
Let me ſeek him in this horrid Cell; 
For in the Tomb, or Priſon, I alone 
Muſt 8 to find him. 
LEO NORA. 
Heav'ns! what diſmal Scene 
Of Death is this? The Eunuch Seim ſlain! 


* 


— — — —— 
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ALMERIA. 
Shew me, for I am come in ſearch of Death ; 


But want a Guide; for Tears have dimm'd my Sight. 


| LEONORA. 

Alas, a little farther, and behold 
Zara all pale and dead! two frightful Men, 
Who ſeem the Murderers, kneel weeping RE 
Feeling Remorſe too late for what they've done. 
But O forbear ——— lift up your Eyes no more: 
But haſte away, fly from this fatal Place, 
Where Miſeries are multiply'd ; return, 
Return, and look not on ; for there's a Dagger 
Ready to ſtab the Sight, and make your Eyes 


Rain Blood 
 ALMER i A. 
Ol foreknow, foreſee that Object. 


Is it at laſt then ſo? Is he then dead? 


What dead at laſt, quite, quite for ever dead? 
There, there I ſee him; there he lies, the Blood 


Yet bubbling from his Wounds — O more than Savage! 


Had they, or Hearts, or Eyes that did this Deed ? 
Could Eyes endure to guide ſuch cruel Hands? 

Are not my Eyes guilty alike with theirs, 

That thus can gaze, and yet not turn to Stone? 

l do not weep ! The Springs of Tears are dry'd; 
And of a ſudden I am calm, as if 

All Things were well; and yet my Husband's murder'd ! 


Ves, yes, I know to mourn ! I'll ſtuice this Heart, 
The Source of Woe, and let the Torrent looſe: 


—- Thoſe Men have left to weep | they look on me! 
I hope they murder all on whom they look. 

Behold me well; your bloody Hands hare err'd, 

And wrongfully have ſlain thoſe Innocents :. 

I am the Sacrifice defign'd to bleed; 


* 


And 


Their Heads, in Sign of Grief and Innocence! 
[7 hey point at the Boaul on the Ground... 

And point! what mean they? Ha! a Cup. O well 
I underſtand what Medicine has been here. 
O noble Thirſt! yet greedy, to drink all 
Oh for another Draught of Death— What 
mean they ? { They point at the other Cup. 
Ha!] point again? tis there, and full, I hope. 
Thanks to the liberal Hand that fll'd thee thus; 
I'll drink my glad Acknowledgment ———_—_ 

Z LE OO MOVE + : 

"+ Qzhold:- 
For v Mercy's s ſake ; upon my Knee I beg 
ALMERIA. 

With thee the kneeling World ſhou'd beg in vain. 
Seeſt thou not there? behold who proſtrate lies, 
And pleads againſt thee; who ſhall then prevail: 
Yet I will take a cold and parting Leave, 
From his pale Lips; I'll kiſs him ere I drink, 
Leſt the rank Juice ſhou'd bliſter on my Mouth, 
And ſtain the Colour of my laſt Adieu. 
Horror ! a headleſs Trunk! nor Lips nor Face, 
- [ Coming nearer the Body, flarts and lets fall the Cup. 

But ſpouting Veins, and mangled Fleſh ! O, oh !— 


SCENE 
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And come prepar d to yield my Throat they ſhake 


SCENE | te Lf. 


Arturars, Li ads 8 Her, PzrEZ, 
with GARCIA IE, Guards and Attendants. 


| 4 L P HONS Oc 

\ WAY, ſtand off, where i is ſhe? let me fly, 

Save her from Death; and ſnatch her to my Heart, 

AL M E NIA. | 

Oh! 1 
5 4LPHO VS O. 0 

Nee ; my Arms alone ſhall hold her up, 
Warm her to Life, and wake her into Gladneſs. 
O let me talk to thy reviving Senſe, - 
The Words of Joy and Peace; warm thy cold Beauties, 
With the new-fluſhing Ardour of my Cheek; 

Into thy Lips, pour the ſoft trickling Balm j 
Of Cordial Sighs ; and reinſpire thy Boſom A 
With the Breath of Love. Shine, awake, Almeria, 

_ Giwe a new Birth to thy Tong-ſhaded Eyes, 
Then double on the Day reflected Light. 
ALMERIA. 
Where am I? Heav'n! what does this Dream intend ?_ 
ALPHONSO. , 
O may'ſt thou never dream of leſs Delight, 
Nor ever wake to leſs ſubſtantial Joys. 
ALMERIA. 
Giv'n me again from Death! O all ye Pow'rs, 
Confirm this Miracle ! Can I believe 


8 


* 
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My Sight, againſt my Sight? and ſhall I truſt | 
That Senſe, which in one Inſtant ſhews him dead 
And living? Yes, I will; Pve been abusd _ 
With Apparitions, and affrighting Fantoms : | 
This is my Lord, my Life, my only Husband 3 
I have him now, and we no more will part. 
My Father too ſhall have Com paſſion 
5 ALPHONSO. 

O my Heart's Comfort: tis not giv'n to this 
Frail Life, to be entirely bleſs d. Even now, 
In this extremeſt Joy my Soul can tafte, _ 
Yet am I daſh'd to think that thou muſt weep ; 
Thy Father fell, where he defign'd my Death. 
Gon/ſalez and Alonzo, both of Wounds 
Expiring, have with their laſt Breath confeſs'd' 
The juſt Decrees of Heav'n, which on themſelves 
Has turn'd their own moſt bloody Purpoſes.” 
Nay, I muſt grant, tis fit you ſhould be thus 

us PF [ She averps. 

Let 'em remove the Body from her Sight. 
Hl-fated Zara Ha! a Cup? Alas? 
Thy Error then is plain; but I were Flint 
Not to o'erflow in Tribute to thy Memory. 
O Garcia | | | 
Whoſe Virtue has renounc'd thy Father's Crimes, 
Seeſt thou, how juſt the Hand of Heav'n has been? 
Let us who thro* our Innocence ſurvive, 
Still in the Paths of Honour perſevere, 
And not, from paſt or preſent Ills deſpair : 
For Bleſſings ever wait on virtuous Deeds; 
And tho! a late, a ſure Reward ſucceeds, ¶ Exeunt omnes. 


E P I. 


| Spoken wy Mrs. + Procgite. 2 


T HE Tragedy thus FE I — you Jew, 
No more a Printeſs, but in ſtatu quo: 
And now as unconcern d this Mourning wear, = 
As if indeed a Widow, or an Heir. 
ue Leiſure, now, to mark your ſev'ral Faces, 
And know each Critic by his ſour Grimaces. - ' 
| To poiſon Plays, I fee them where they ſit, 
Scatter d, like Rats-bane, up and down the Pit; 
* While athers waich like Pariſh Searchers, bir d 
| To tell of what Diſeaſe the Play expir'd. 
| O with what Foy they run, to ſpread the 2 
4 Of a damm d Poet, and departed Muſe 
: But if be ſcape, with what Regret theyre ſeiz'd ! 
And how they're diſappointed when they're pleas'd ! 
Critics to Plays for the ſame End reſort, 
That Surgeons wait on Trials in a Court ; 
For Innocence condemn'd they ve no Reſped?, 
Provided they ve a Body to diſſect. 
As Suſſex Men that dwell upon the Shore, © 


Look out when Storms ariſe, and Billius roar, 
Hun 


/ 
\ * 
n 6 

- 


Small Hope our Poet from theſe Profpetts di 
And therefore to the Fair commends his Cauſe. 


EPILOGUE. 


Devuoutiy praying, with uplifted Hands, 
That ſome well-laden Ship may ftrike the Sands; 
Ta whoſe rich Cargo they may make Pretence, 
And fatten on the Spails of Providence; 

So Critics throng to ſee a New Play ſplit, 
And thrive and proſper-on the Wrecks of Wit. 


Your tender Hearts to Mercy are inclin'd, 
With whom, he hopes, this Play will Favour find, 
Which was an Off ring to the Sex den d. 


The End of the Sz cond Volume. 
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